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BlcMingt be with them, end eternal praise, 
Who gare ns nobler lores, and nobler cares. 
The Poets, who on earth hare made ns heirs 
Of troth and pure delight by heavenly leys ! 

W, Wardsvortk. 
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AS OLD ETONIAK. 



PREFACE. 



I OAMl the other da; apon & Tolume of poetrj, the gift, m 
the imcription rma, of ui Bton tutor to ft pnpil ' who «m fimd 
of poetij, uid wu eipected to gain aome wudom from Uiii, 
the bett kind of reading.' There are not numj things one 
would aooner heu a bo;, in whom one wu intereitod, praieed 
for tbaa thi*, a k>T« of poetr; ; though one would with also, of 
oonne. that he should find from hi> raodiiig n much at leail 
of wiadom, ai, with honwt Dogberr;, to * give Ood thanka and 
make no bosit of it.' But aa I wandered, for I had known 
Mmathing of the boy, whether the promiM thui foreihadowed 
had been or wae erer to be realieed, I began to ask mjaelf why 
U waj that thii fondnen for poetr; ahould be eo rare a qnaliijr 
In bojbood aa to deterro thia ao particular record. Let me 
bere be permitted to waive the powibilitj — the probabilitj, if 
n; reader pleaaee— that in thia qualitj the tutor found the 
cml; oocMJon for the meed of pitUM which hie good nature 
prompted him to beatow on a departing pupil. I could not, 
ium, hot aik myaelf whence it come* that to m> man; boji*, not 
tfaerwiae unintelligent nor averse to hooka, the reading of 
Ingliah poetr; i* regarded nther ■« a taak than s pleasure ; a 
ik, lea* irksome, to be sure, &om the morttKOo^aa ^mt^iA.'^ 
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language than their more orthodox studiee of the Greek and 
Latin writers, but, none the less surely, a task. I suppose tliit 
is so ; at least one continually hears it said, and what one oon- 
tinually hears said must count, of course, for something ; not 
for so much, perhaps, as many of us are apt to think, but 
no doubt for something. 

But are we then to lay the blame for this wholly on the 
emptiness or indolence of boyish minds? Might we not ref«r 
it a little also to the form in which poetry is too commonly 
offered or prescribed to them ? Take, for example, the custom, 
familiar doubtless to so manv of us, which insists that lome 
breach of school discipline, not grave enough for the last 
penalty, shall be repaired by transcribing long passages from 
ParadUe LosL Is this, I would ask — would ask indeed 

With 'bated breath, nud whiip'ring^ hambleneu, 

for iiur be it from me to dash violently against the seat of order 
— is this the way to endear the name of Milton to boya, oi 
induce them to search for pleasure those pages which have ooi 
them, however justly, so many hours of playtime? Offence 
will come, no doubt, and must be punished, certainly ; bi 
could not some other means of punishment be devised, not le 
effectual and, if I may be permitted the expression, mc 
legitimate ; means recognised and allowed by the offend 
thenifrelvos to exist as ' instruments to plague them ' ? 1 
Furies of the old world were no fair and loveable creatures, 
hateful and odious to look upon, as well as strong and ten 
to punish. The associations of boyhood last long, nor ;' 
everyone who has the candour to say with Byron, 

Then fkrevell ITorace «hom I hated so, 
Not/vr tk^ faults, but mint. 



PREFACE, ix 

Again, the oompulBorj learning of a speech from Shakes- 
peue, a passage from ChUde Harold or Marmion^ is hardly, I 
woiild submit, the way with most boys to open their yonng 
minds to the true beauty and usefulness of poetry, for the simple 
reason, unworthy as Uiat reason may be, that it it compulsory. 
It may be said, of course, that with the majority of boys com- 
pulsion is the only method of directing them to such studies. 
If this iB so — and I cannot think that it is, to the extent that is 
oommonly supposed — then were it not perhaps as well to let 
these studies be P to let compulsion be exercised only on such 
subjects as we are all agreed to consider, or suffer, for the 
present, to be considered, necessary and indispensable oiTilisers 
of the young idea ? As an exercise of memory such a course 
of study is no doubt very wholesome ; and certainly it is 
better that the memory should be exercised by beautiful andT 
noble means than by common ones or worthless. But as oer- 
taiply, save in very exceptional cases, the poetry suffers } the 
poetic patrimony of the human race, to borrow M. Scherer's 
fine phrase, is degraded to a mere ' schoolboy's tale,* not the 
wonder, but the tediousness, the drudgery of an hour. There 
are exceptions, of course. Some boys, no doubt, there are who 
hare, as one may say, been ' cradled into poetry by wrong,' 
liAFe surriyed the grim ordeal, and learnt at last to love the 
hand that has chastised them ; others again who have within 
tiiem some dim and fleeting glimpses of the vision, if haply 
they are never fated to lay hands upon the faculty divine. 
But, broadly speaking, we shall not perhaps go &r astray if we 
assume that all poetry, English no less than Greek and Latin, 
it thrown by the schoolboy pell-mell into one odious heap and 
labelled lessons. And indeed how should it be othervrise? 
Lessons they are, and lessons to him they have been since that 
fatal day when the sun was shining wiUiA^i^ \kA Xstuw^ 



X PBSFACS. 

blowing, the birds singing, and within a poor pnziled ehUd 
was Tainlj striying to commit to memory, ' To be or not to 
be,* or ' These are th j glorious works, Parent of Qood I' And 
still as the years go on it is the same. The moment English 
poetiy begins to be -dewed with suspicion, as a possible instm* 
ment of torture in any shape, then will Shakespeare and MiltoOy 
Soott and Wordsworth, take their place in the boy's heart tide 
by side with Homer and Horace, with a proposition of Euclid 
and an equation in Algebra. There must, surely there muit 
be ' something rotten in the state ' which can degrade the great 
spirits who hare done so much to make us wiser and happier 
into so many sources of lamentation and mourning and woe! 

And yet, natural as one cannot but regard this feeling in the 
conditions which foster it, it is not in itself a growth of nature. 
For in all yery young minds, or certainly in most, we shall find, 
I think, the germ of a love of poetry. Little children, tta 
example, when petitioning their mother or nurse to 'igpad 
something,' are, as a rule, best pleased when that 'some* 
thing' takes the form of rhyme. Wliat, says Pope, after 

Horace, 

What will a child learn sooner than a song f 

Most of US, I suppose, can remember with what delight we 
first listened to such flowing buoyant verse as Lochinvar or 
The Battle of the Baltic, Such poetry, set to the tune of 
famih'ar Toioe, had in those days all the charm of music, tl 
charm of a natural sedative. The easy cadence of the rhythz 
the beat of the rhyme, pleased and soothed our ears, an 
through that easy channel stole with soft and gradual ste 
upon our young unconscious minds. A distinguished Freno^ 
man. Count Joseph de Maistre, writing fromBussia to 
daughter at home, illustrates thu feeling very happily, 
wiahes her to press upon her brother the usefulnees of 
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study of good poetry, of learning it by heart in particular as 
a sure standard of reference in such matters. Above all he 
recommends 'the inimitable Badne, never mind whether he 
underetands him or not* And he goes on, ' I did not under- 
stand him when my mother used to come and sit on my bed, 
and repeat firom him, and put me to sleep with her beautiful 
▼oioe to the sound of this incomparable music. I knew 
hundreds of lines of him before I could read.* Perhaps our 
Snglish ears are not conscious of any Tery great power of attrac- 
tion in the melody of the French Alexandrine ; but there, in 
Do Maistre's words, we have at any rate the principle, the 'beau- 
tiful Toice,' and what seemed to the little listener the ' incom- 
parable music* In selecting poetiy for children, smoothness 
of rhythm, and directness, simplicity of rhyme, are the first 
qualities to look for. Even intelligibility is, up to a certain 
j>oint, a matter of seoondaiy importance. For what their 
little intellects can really take hold of and entertain must 
necessarily be so very small and fragmentary, that to ensure 
perfect intelligibility, intelligibility of the very letter, one would 
hare to narrow one's range almost to the limits of nothingness. 
One of the most fertile and eloquent of Hying poets has recently 
made public proclamation of his faith, that ' metre is the 
^Drowning question of poetry.* Perhaps some of us are still 
hardly ready to accept this as the last word on the matter, 
though we are many of us, no doubt, tending Tery rapidly that 
way : but with children it is certainly so. 

Whence then arises, and how is perfected the process of dis- 
iDusion ? How comes it that the pleasure, welcomed so freely 
and gladly in our infimcy, too often sinks, as our faoultiea 
enlarge, and our eyes grow clearer, into an odious and insipid 
task P It arises in the first place, no doubt, firom the causes 
already mentioned j but it is sJso f6tt«Nd^\ CMDXL^\»\fQ^w^dbQc^ 
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hj a oertam narrowness and infelicity of method iihat os 
often finds employed even by those who hare the wit ' 
that poetry should be gently offered, not violently thruit 
the young. 

Let mo quote a passage from Mr. Matthew Arnold's 
duction to those admirable selections from English poetry 
published under the supervision of Mr. Humphry Ward, 
is treating of the true study of poetry, and the real nati 
the benefit to be got from it — a dearer sense and deeper^c 
ment of what is truly excellent, without which, for a d< 
purpose all critical and historical study of poets and 
poetry is mere ' literary dilettantism.' Then he says : — ' I 
be said that the more we know about a classic the bett 
shall enjoy him ; and if we lived as long as Methusela) 
had all of us heads of perfect clearness, and wills of p 
steadfastness, this might be true in fact as it is plausil 
theory. But the case here ie much the same at with the < 
amd Latin etudiee of our schoolboys. The elaborate ; 
logical groundwork which we require them to lay is in t 
an admirable preparation for appreciating the Greek and 
authors worthily. The more thoroughly we lay the gr 
work, the better we shall be able, it may be said, to enjc 
authors. True, if time were not so short, and sohoolbojfi 
so soon tired, and their powers qf attention exhausted; o: 
it is, the elaborate philological preparation goes on, bs 
authors are little known and less enjoyed.' 

The case here— with English poetry — is, I would say, 
the same as with these Greek and Latin studies. Of thei 
not in my commission to speak. We can all see of ( 
bow excellent a thing it would be for every boy to find h 
capable of enjoying, as well as of construing, his Home 
Thucydides, his Virgil and his Cicero. But it is not so ec 
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how, in the existing order of things, this most desirable 

consummation is to be achieved. So long as the standards of a 

classical education are what they now are, it will be impossible 

for a bo J, even of the quickest parts, to satisfj them without a 

philological preparation of more or less elaborateness. And 

with this preparation it is, perhaps, no less impossible, while 

the mental constitution of boyhood is such as it has hitherto 

been, that any real enjoyment should exist. However, some 

bojs do manage to come through the ordeal unscathed ; and 

with so much, or so little, we must contrive to comfort our- 

•elvee; so many of us, at least, as still believe that from the great 

writers of antiquity mankind may win as helpful and sustaining 

knowledge as from the study of the binomial theorem or the 

properties of acids, far indeed as I would be from seeming to 

sneer at those most salutary sources of wisdom. And for the 

others — they too may console themselves with the thought 

thai even now, perhaps, tlio day is at hand for which, from 

the mountain-peaks of their new Atlantis, their eyes are 

straining with so hungry joy — the day when * the glory that 

was Ghreece, and the grandeur that was Rome,' shall be to our 

Bchoolboys no more than 

the Mcret hid 
Under Egypt's pyramid. 

But with English poetry the case is different. In the coarse 
of English education, poetry is, as the French schoolmasters 
eay, not an obligatory but a facultative matter. In the case of 
a boy to be specially prepared for a soldier's life some course of 
poetic reading — I know not clearly what or why — is, I believe, 
prescribed. But as a general rule, one may, I think, take it 
that when a boy has left the ballad-days of nurse or mother 
behind him, and passed through his preliminary training into 
the little world of the public school, unlen \\i \)A \^ ^K^ V^ 
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in those dreary and rather fruitless oeremonias knoim f 
(h-days,* unless it be for punishment, he need neTer, sat 
own free-will, take a volume of English poetry into hi 
from the first day of his school-time to the last. Yet w 
also, I think, take it, that it rarely happens bnt at torn 
>d of that time the advantages of such reading are tou^ 
e impressed on him either at home or abroad. 
Old since one can hardly expect a boy, however eager hi 
ire, to devote many hours of hu playtime to a search throogl 
) vast storeliouse of English poetry ; nor indeed would sod 
ibrm of industry be in all ways desirable, even though b 
tould be gifted with a taste and discrimination beyond hi 
ears, it follows that the best way to induce him to prove fi 
iimself how real and various are the pleasures poetry is capal 
if providing, must be to place within his reach such examp 
IS may assure him of this fact, and at the same time fit b 
>y wholesome and gradual degrees to study and select for h 
elf— may lead him, in short, to the true end of the stud 
Kietry-^Me clearer sense and deeper enjoymeni of what %9 i 
excellent. 

To this good purpose much admirable work has within r 
rears been done. The days of Elepant Extracts ^ those 
nd barren days which many of us can still remember 
Mssed away. * The gentle yet certain method of allui 
o the paths of learning and virtue,' which the com]^ 
hose ponderous tomes so justly claimed for poetry, no 
Inds expression in dreary tracts of lumberiug blank ver 
roung*s Night Thoughts and Blair's Chrave ; in oder 
Recovery of a Lady of Quality from the Small-pox ; 
Imith's sonnets to Night, or Miss Williams* sonnf 
)ioon. The appearance of Mr. Palgrave*s so fit 
Mden Treasury inaugurated a new and happier 



PRSFJCB. XT 

this has been followed by other yolumes, less complete and lofty 
in their aim, but each after its kind enlarging and stimulating 
in its influence. Mr. Falgrave's own Book for Children, for 
example, Mr. Coventry Fatmore*s Chiidren*M Oarland, the 
Archbishop of Dublin's Houtehold Book of English Poetry, 
and the like. With so much that is excellent to choose from 
it may «t first sight appear idle to suppose there can be room 
for yet another work of the same class, presumptuous in me 
to appear to set myself in competition with such distinguished 

men, 

Older in practice, abler than mjftt^ 
To make coDditiona. 

But I would hope it is not so. Admirable as in their yarious 
degrees the works I have mentioned are, they yet none of them 
seem to me exactly to hit the mark at which I would aim. 
The Oolden Treasury one may set aside ; that stands alone and 
unrivalled of its kind, a kind altogether of another and a 
higher class. But of the others, they none of them, I say, 
aeem to me just to hit the mean of boyhood, that time so dif- 
ficult to understand, so difficult to define, when the boy has 
thrown aside the frock of childhood, nor yet assumed the toga 
of the man. In these books there is much admirably adapted 
to the fancies of that time, but mingled with it, and thereby in 
A measure obstructing it, there is much, and perhaps neces* 
sarily much, that might, I think, repel that fancy, that might 
blind it to the good that is also there. Some of them, as their 
names imply, are mainly designed for readers of a tenderer, 
some, again, for readers of a riper growth. Some, therefore, 
by their baldness (if I may be sufiered to use in no discourteous 
sense a word that might be so construed) might perhaps offend, 
as presuming still too much of childishness in the reader ; 
others, by their too great seriousncM or abtt2raftnQ»M Ti^s^afi^ 
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« 

wearj. Sometimes, too, one meets in them — ^let me be under- 
stood to speak in all reverence — pieces of perhaps too purely 
dcTotional a turn to attract the class of tastes I aim at. Let 
roe again quote Mr. Arnold's words — Schoolboys' fMt#— nor, 
perlutps, need the charge be confined to schoolboys — are to 90(» 
tired, and their powert of attention exhausted. In preparing a 
book that one would wish to see young hands take up of their 
own will, that one would wish to be enjoyed as well as readf 
one cannot, I think, do better than remember these words. 
True, as Mr. Longfellow has written, *A boy's will is the 
wind's will,' and ho would be a bold man indeed who should 
tliink to bend that will and keep it to his own in such a matter 
as this ; to assume the Toioe of Sir Oracle, and fix once for all 
what poetry will attract, and what repel a boy's taste. Yet 
certain broad principles one may, I hope, lay down without 
presumption, and to strive to clear the ground of such work as 
may seem opposed to these principles may perhaps be per- 
mitted me. 

Poetry must first please to teach. * Sin,' once said Sydney 
Smith of long sermons, ' cannot be taken out of a man, as Eve 
was out of Adam, by casting him into a deep slumber ;' nor 
can the love of poetry be got into a boy by wearying his head 
and Texing his heart. The love of poetry must indeed, no lees 
surely than the poet himself, be bom, not made; but the 
inBimt love needs careful nursing and a generous diet before it 
can attain the perfect growth, the clear sense and deep enjoy* 
ment of what is truly excellent. The Muse must first become 
our friend if we are to i nd her, as find her we so surely shall 
if we use her friendship ftght, our philosopher and guide. I 
do not say it is desirable that boys should look on poets 
only as 

The idle liiifen of an empty day. 
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•hoold hare no higher ideal than 

To ind hof e wodth in one ponnd one, 
YMt wit in broken noees. 

Bui he who would preach the beautiful gospel of poetry to the 
yonng must, as Mr. Arnold has said of teachers in an older 
seihool, not make war but persuade. Of the two cardinal 
virtues of poetrj, moral profundity and natural maffio,^^to 
borrow again from the same sure and delicate critic — ^he will do 
best, I think, to build his doctrine mainlj on the last. With 
all its truth, with all its straightforwardness and simplioitj, 
that other phrase of Mr. Arnold's, a eriUeitm qf Iffe, seems so 
strangely to hare puzzled clearer heads than grow on school- 
boys' shoulders, that he who preaches to them will do wisely 
perhaps to put it by for the time. Let him then not take as 
his text, 

Hen mnat endnre 
Their going henee, eren u their coming hithers 
Bipeneei is all. 

but rather the 

DafEodHib 
That oome before the swaUoir dares, and take 
The winds of March with beanty. 



or, 
Not, 



I saw young Harry, with Us hssTer oa. 



The worid is too mneh with ns; late and soon. 
Getting and fpeading, we lay wa^oor powers 

but rather ^ 

I saw her singing at ha wosk. 
Aad o'er the sickle bending. 

*Katare,' wrote Sir Philip Sidney, ^nerer aot ibiB BarCh in so 
rich tapestry as direae poeti hkre donei umiS^at -^iH^ "^ 
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pleasant riven, fruitful trees, sweet-smelling flowers, nor what- 
soeyer may make the Earth more lovely/ And again — who 
does not remember it ? — * I never heard the old song of 
Percie and Douglas, that I found not mj heart moved more 
than with a trumpet !* Those who wish to see their boys fond 
of poetry will do well, I think, to bear in mind these words ; 
to set before them not what shall burden their young imagina- 
tions with 

tke heavy and the weary weight 
Of all thifl unintelligible world, 

but rather gladden them with 

Joy in widest commonalty spread. 

Too soon, indeed, they cannot learn that in the best poetry 
there must always be a seriousness, not abstruseness, not aus- 
terity, not gloom, and least of all dulness ; in true poetry there 
lies no more of dulness, than of real mirth, of real cheerful- 
ness of heart, there lies in such empty laughter as tickled 
Spenser^s damsel of ' the Idle Lake ' 

who did assay 

To laugh at shaking of the leav^ light. 

No ; the seriousness of poetry is that noble truth and serious- 
ness in which, as the Ghreeks saw, lies the great value of poetry 
as a teacher. ' Didactic poetry,' wrote Shelley, * is my abhor- 
rence;* and in the sense in which he took the epithet, the 
sense in which it is generally taken, didactic poetry is indeed 
an unlovdy and an impossible thing. The best poetry will 
always teach ; but it will not teach with the lumbering per- 
sistence of a Young or a Blair, nor, as in truth one must eay, 
of a Wordsworth sometimes. It will not make war, let me say 
again, hut pernutde ; as has been so happily said of the light 
und graceful wisdom of Horace, it will 
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Win onfelt an entrance to the heart, 

and when the entnnoe is won, then felt indeed it will be, as 
the truest, the surest, the most gracious of all earthly friends 
and consolers, nerer, when once known, to be put aside or for- 
gotten. Yes ; in the best poetrj this seriousness will always 
be found by those who look for it, but it will be found in light 
things as in grare, a seriousness 

Which without hardness will be sage. 
And Kay without friTolity. 

' To eyerything there is a season, and a time to erery purpose 
under the heayen.* The poet of Faradise Lost was also the 
poet of Jj4-ilesfro ; he could sing of 

Eternal Proridence, 
And Justify the ways of God to men, 

and he. could sing too of 

Many a youth, and many a maid 
Dancing in the chequered shade. 

But neyer will it take that form, so preyalent among the young 
Pelagians around us, the form of ineffectual wailings that all 

Glory and loveliness hare passed away— 

Passed away indeed ! from how much of the so-called poetry 
of UMlay have they not passed away ! But they will not bo 
brought back to us by those who sit idle in the market-place, 
piping little songs to each other in praise of their own beauty 
and worth, in scorn of the workers around them. Amid all 
the ignoble growths of vanity and ignorance which to-day so 
sadly hamper the true striving after light, how inyigorating 
it is to come across such words as theae^ — * \ v^^s&asst^ Vc^kcw^ 

b\i^ 
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think of what history has been, am inclined to lament 
to despise the present, or despair of the futore ; I bt 
the change and stir about us is a sign of the world's 
that it will lead— bj ways, indeed, of which we have 
—to the bettering of all mankind.'* As one has si 
who knew * the mighty minds of old,* and loved, anc 
of them, far more truly and deeply than our modem p 
of Paganism — I mean, Elizabeth Barrett Browning, 

What is tme and jnit and honest, 
What is lorely, what is pure. 
All of praise that hath admonisht, 
All of virtne, shall endore ; 
These are themes for poets' uses, 
Stirring nobler than the Muses, 

Ere Pan was dead. 

Some sach I hope may be found in this little book, 
offer not in riyalry to abler men and worthier books, 
humble contribution to the greatest of charities, to the 
human beings wiser and happier. 

Among thy mightier offerings here are mine 1 

That^-which so rarely happens eyen to the best of 
performance will be found equal to my promise, I maj 
dare to hope. Many things hare no doubt been omitted 
larger knowledge might have suggested ; many things : 
which a nicer judgment, or one more experienced in th' 
and feelings of boyhood, might have r^ected. Its form» 
also has been part of my design, for, nor only with young 
will the book which is easiest to hold in the hand be 
most often found there— its form, I say has necessarily r 

* Hop$$ and F$ar$ for Art, by William Morris, tiithor of *Tb( 
Death of Jason/ fcc. 



^ 
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me. Yet the restriction has not been without its adyantages. 
So yast and yarious is the wealth of English poetry, that 
picking and choosing is hard work indeed. Poem alter poem 
oomes before one, fayourites of one's own boyhood, fityourites 
of one's manhood, here a stanza one has not the heart to set 
aside, there a thought one dare not miss, till one may well cry 
with Macbeth, * What I will the line stretch out to the crack of 
doom V Bepresentatiye of English poetiy, representatiye 
eyen of the poets whose work it has touched, the book does 
not profess to be, could not, by yery reason of its existence, be. 
Nor, though I shall be glad to think that there is nothing here 
that is not after its kind good, may I dare to claim with Mr. 
Palgraye that my little collection includes nothing betide the 
beet. But the tastes of boys are yarious in their degree as are 
the tastes of men, and some of them at least let me hope I 
haye been so fortunate as to hit. My aim has been to let boys, 
see, if they will, for themselyes, that poetry is really 

Not hanh and crabbM as dull fooli inppose. 

But musical as is Apollo's lute. 

And a perpetual feast of nectared sweets. 

And if for loye of any good and beautiful thing he may find 
herein one reader may be moved to turn for further pleasure — 
and pleasure in the things that are beautiful and good is the 
highest and surest profit — if for such he shall be moyed, I say, 
to turn to the great fountain>heads from which these streams are 
drawn, I shall feel my pleasant labour has not been in yain. 

I should be glad to think this little ' posy of other men's 
flowers * may find its way to the hands of other than Eton 
boys, yet to Eton I haye wished to dedicate it in grateful 
memory of that beautiful place. Despite the ineyitable change 
that eyery where must come when the old order shalL'^QaM^ ^sscv^ 
its appointed work ; despite of PuV]!\io ^0BLOC^l^TDX!£aK«s&^^ 
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letters from indignant Patretfamilia, of many other thingi^ 
ordained, no doubt, and salutary, if at the time unpleaaing, th» 
memory of Eton must still be nourished with peeuliar fondnav 
by all who hare erer been under the spell of her enohantmanta. 
Those yenerable buildings so lovingly touched by Time, thoee 
incomparable playing-fields shaded by their immemorial 
brotherhood of elms, and kissed by 'the silTer-winding ' 
riyer, will still stand undimmed and unforgotten, when the 
memory of many a more famous, many a more splendid scena 
has passed away. No son of Eton need be shamed to record, 
though nerer so poorly, his love for that beautiful and kindly 
mother. To her then I dedicate this little offering, to her and 
to those whom now she holds imder her gentle charge ; hoping 
only that they may receive it with the spirit in which it ia 
made, not as one more contribution to the eternal tale of 
lessons, not as an unbidden intruder on the lawful pleasurea of 
their play-time, but as a companion and a friend anxious and, 
I hope, able to stir them 

Not only with the scDse 
Of present pleaiore, but with pleasing thoaghts 
That in this moment there it life and food 
For ftiture yean. 

Cricket and football, the river, the fives-court, and the running- 
ground, are, in their own degrees, a necessary and a wholesomo 
part of education: the hours passed in the playing-fields 
should go hand in hand with those of pupil-room and daat- 
time if our schools are to be all that they should and can be* 
Yet sometimes a relaxation from the more tumultuous plea- 
sures of boyhood is not disdained. A rainy holiday, a sprained 
ankle, or some other of those lesser ills that boy's flesh is heir 
t«, may paint the solitude of his own little room, the ' wann 
precincts ' of a cheerful fire and a Windsor chair in no ungra* 
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dons oolotm. Then, if baplj cariosity, or a lore of change, 
may turn him for a moment from the more stirring society of 
Scott or Manyatt, Mayne Boid or Ainsworth, to the sober 
little Tolnme I now offer him ; and if some kindlier and deeper 
fiseling may keep it for awhile "in his hands, may bring it back 
to them once and again, my task will be done— it will be done 
if, in the school that still among its traditions keeps green the 
memory of * Poet's Walk,' it has encouraged in one boy a 
fondness for poetry, and led him to ffain fome wisdom firam 
tki», the best kind of reading. 



It remains for me only to acknowledge my obligations to the 
following gentlemen — to Mr. Matthew Arnold, Mr. Browning, 
Mr. Swinburne, Mr. William Morris, Sir Francis Doyle, and 
ICr. Looker, as also the Messrs. Longmans, Blackwood, Smith 
and Elder, and Macmillan ; without whose courtesy my 
fourth book would haye been but a scanty affidr indeed. 
How large a gap the absence of Mr. Tennyson's name must 
make I am but too conscious ; that howerer arises from 
drcumstanoes OTer which none but his publishers hare any 
oontroL 
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A MORNING SONG. 
((^mialiM, Act iL, ae. 8.) 

H>BK, hAA I the l&rk at bMTen'« gate nngii 

And Ph<Bbai 'giiu arue, 
Hji iteedi to water at those apringt 

On ob&liced flowen that liea t 
And wiukiiig Maiy-buda begin 

To ope their goldea eyes ; 
With ererj thing that prettj ii, 

M; kdy sweet, arise : 

W. Shaietptart. 



A GREETING. 

Face doudt, awa;, and welcome daj. 

With night we baniah sorrow i 
Sweet air blow soft, mount larki aloft 

To gire mj Love good-morrow ; 
'Wings from the wind to please her mind 

Notes &om the lark I'll borrow j 
Bird pmne thy wing, nightingale sing. 

To give mj Lore good-momw { 
To giTO mj LoTe good-moirow, 
Vote* &om them both ril^)ORW<> 
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Wake from th j nest, Bobin Bedbreast, 

Sing birds in every furrow ; 
And from each hill, let music shrill 
Give my fair Lore good-morrow ! 
Blackbird and thrush in every bush, 

Stare, linnet, and cook-sparrow ! 
You pretty Elves, amongst yourselves 
Sing my fair Love good-morrow : 
To give my Love good -morrow 
Sing birds in every furrow ! 

T, Heyioood. 



THE CONSOLATIONS OF POETRY. 

{Written in the MarehaUea Prison,) 

Shb doth tell me where to borrow 
Comfort in the midst of sorrow ; 
Makes the desolatest place 
To her presence be a grace ; 
And the blackest discontents 
Be her fairest ornaments. 
In my former days of bliss 
Her divine skill taught me this, 
That from everything I saw, 
I could some invention draw ; 
And raise pleasure to her height, 
Through the meanest object's sight, 
By the murmur of a spring, 
Or the least bough's rusteling, 
By a daisy, whose leaves spread, 
Shut when Titn goes to bed ; 
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Or ft tbadj biuh or trw, 

Bho could more infius in me. 

Than all Hatora's beautia* imh 

In >ome other wiser man. 

B7 hsr help I alio now 

Make this ohuriiah plaoe allow 

Some thing! that ma; aweeten gUdneu 

In the very gall of sadnee*. 

The dull loneneas, tlie black shade. 

That theee hanging Tault* have made 1 

The gtrange moaie of the mi>e*, 

Beating on theee hollow carea : 

Thia black den whiob rocka embou, 

Overgrown with eldeat mora : 

The rude portal* that give light 

More U> terror than delight : 

Thia mj chamber of neglect, 

Wall'd about with diareepeot : 

From all theee and thie dull air, 

A. fit object for despair, 

She hath taoght me bj her might 

To diBw comfort and dehght. 

Therefore, thoa b«t earthly bliss, 

I will cherish thee for tJiis. 

Poeiie, thou aweet'it content 

That ere Heaven to mortals lent : 

Though tbsj u a triSs leave thee 

Whose dull thoughts cannot conceire thee i 

Though thoa be to them a soom. 

That to nought but earth are bom : 

Let ID7 life DO longer be 

Than I am in lore with thee. 

Though our wise one* call thee madness. 

Let me never taste of sadsest, 
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If I loTO not thj maddest fits, 
Aboye all their greatest wits. 
And though some too seeming holy, 
Do account thy raptures folly, 
Thou dost teach me to contemn 
What makes knayes and fools of them. 

G, Wither. 



THE COUNTRY LIFE. 

SwBET country life, to such unknown. 
Whose liyes are others', not their own ! 
But serying courts and cities, be 
Less happy, less enjoying thee. 
Thou neyer plough*st the ocean*s foam 
To seek and bring rough pepper home : 
Nor to the Eastern Ind dost rove 
To bring from thence the scorch6d cloye : 
Nor, with the loss of thy loved rest, 
Bring*st home the ingot from the West. 
No, thy ambition's master-piece 
Flies no thought higher than a fleece ; 
Or how to pay thy hinds, and clear 
All scores : and so to end the year : 
But walk*st about thine own dear bounds. 
Not enyying others' larger grounds : 
For well thou know'st, 'tis not th' extent 
Of land makes life, but sweet content. 
When now the cock (the ploughman's horn) 
Calb forth the lily-wristed mom ; 
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Then to tbj oorn-flelde thou dort go, 

Which thongh well soiled, jet tboa doat know 

Tb&t the beat oompoat for the lands 

Is the wiae maater's feet, and handa. 

There at the plough thou flnd'it thj team, 

With a hind whiatling there to them ; 

And cheer'st them up, bj singing how 

The kingdoin'a portion ia the plough. 

Thia done, then to th' enamelled meads 

Thou go'et ; and aa th; foot there treadi. 

Thou Heat a preaent Gk>d-like power 

Imprinted in each herb and flower : 

And emell'it the breath of great-ejed kine, 

Sweet u the bloasoma of the vine. 

Here tboa behold'at th; large aleek neat 

tJoto the dew-lapa up in meftt ; 

And, aa thou look' at, the wanton ateer. 

The heifer, cow, and QX draw near, 

To moke a pleaaing pastime there. 

These seen, thou go'et to Tiew th; flocke 

Of aheep, safe from the wolf and fox, 

And find'at their bellies there as full 

Of abort eweet gnas, u backs with wool : 

And leav'st them, as the; feed and All, 

A shepherd piping on a Hill. 

For aporta, for pageantr;, and plaja. 
Thou hast th; evea, and hol;dB;s : 
On which the young men and maids meet. 
To exereiae their danoing feet i 
Tripping the camel; counti; Sound, 
With daShdils and daisies crowned. 
Th; wakes, th; qnintela, here thou hasl^ 
Th; IIa;-poIea too with garlands graoed j 
Th; Horrii-danca ; th; Whitson-ale g 
Th; shearing-feast^ wbioh uerer faiL 
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Thy liarrest home ; thy wassail bowl. 
That's toss'd up after Fox i*th' hole : 
Thy mummeries ; thy Twelye-tide kings 
And queens ; thy Christmas rerellings : 
Thy nut-brown mirth, thy russet wit, 
And no man pays too dear for it. — 
To these, thou hast thy times to go 
And trace the hare i*th* treacherous snow : 
Thy witty wiles to draw, and get 
The lark into the trammel net : 
Thou hast thy cockrood, and thy glade 
To take the precious pheasant made : 
Thy lime-twigs, snares, and pit-falls then 
To catch the pilfering birds, not men. 

— Oh happy life ! if that their good 
The husbandmen but understood ! 
Who all the day themselves do please, 
And younglings, with such sports as these : 
And lying down, have nought t* affHght 
Sweet Sleep, that makes more short the night. 

Caetera desunt 



J2. Herrich, 



THE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE. 



Ck>MB liye with me, and be my lore \ 
And we will all the pleasures prove 
That hills and ralleys, dales and fields. 
Woods or steepy mountain yields. 
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And we will sit upon the rooks, 
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks 
By shallow riyers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigab. 

And I will make thee beds of roses. 
And a thousand firagrant posies ; 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle i 

A gown made of the finest wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ; 
Fair lin^d slippers for the cold. 
With buckles of the purest gold ; 

A belt of straw and iry-buds 
With coral clasps, and amber-studs : 
And if these pleasures may thee move^ 
Come liye with me, and be my lore. 

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May morning : 
If these delights thy mind may move, 
Then lire with me, and be my love. 

C. Marlowe. 



THE NYMPH'S REPLY TO THE SHEPHERD. 

If all the world and love were young. 
And truth in every Shepherd's tongue. 
Those pretty pleasures might me more 
To liye with thee and be thy Ioyq. 



10 POBPS WALK. 

Time driyes the flocks finom field to fold, 
When riyen rage and rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh damb, 
The rest complains of cares to come. 

The flowers do fiEtde, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yields : 
A hony tongue, a heart of gall, 
Is fiincy's spring, but sorrow's fall. 

Thy gowns, thy shoos, thy beds of roses. 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies, 
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 

Thy belt of straw and iyy buds. 
Thy coral clasps and amber studs. 
All these in me no means can moye. 
To come to thee and be thy loye. 

But could youth last, and love still breed ; 
Had joys no date, nor age no need ; 
Then these delights my mind might moye 
To liye with thee and be thy loye. 

Sir W. Raleigh, 
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A PROPER MAN. 



Of ;our trouble, Ben, to eue me, 
I vill tell what nuu would plesM me. 
I would b&TB him if I could 
Noble ; or of gre&ter blood ; 
Title*, I confeea, do take me. 
And a woman Ood did make met 
French to boot, at least in fiuhion, 
And his nunnen of tbat nation. 

Young I'd hare him too, and hi 
Yet a man ; with crispid hair, 
Caat in thouwnd marea amd rings, 
For lore'a flngera and hia wings i 
Chestnut colour, or more alack, 
Gold upon B ground of blaek. 
Venus and Minerra's eyes. 
For he muit look wanton-wise. 

Eyebrow's bent like Cupid's bow. 
Front, an ample field of inow; 
Eren noee, and cheek withal. 
Smooth as is the billiard-ball: 
Chin as W00II7 u the peach ; 
And his lip should kissing teach, 
Till he cherished too much beard, 
And made Lore or me afeard. 

He should hare a hand as soft 
As the down, and show it oft ; 
Skin as amooth ss %ay ruah. 
And BO thin to see a blush 
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Bising through it, ere it came ; 
All his blood should be a flame, 
Quickly fired, as in beginners 
In LoTe*s school, and yet no sinners. 

'Twere too long to speak of all : 
What we harmony do call 
In a body should be there. 
Well he should his clothes, too, wear, 
Yet no tailor help to make him ; 
Brest, you still for man should take him, 
And not think h' had eat a stake. 
Or were set up in a brake. 

Valiant he shoidd be as fire, 
Shewing danger more than ire. 
Bounteous as the clouds to earth. 
And as honest as his birth ; 
All his actions to be such, 
As to do no thing too much : 
I^or o'er praise, nor yet condemn, 
Nor out-yalue, nor contemn ; 
Nor do wrongs, nor wrongs receiye, 
Nor tie knots, nor knots unweaye; 
And from baseness to be free, 
As he durst love Truth and me. 

Such a man, with every part, 
I could give my very heart ; 
But of one if short he came, 
I can rest me where I am. 

B, Jomon, 
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A PROPER WOMAN. 

Hb that loyes a rosy cheek 

Or a coral lip admires. 
Or from star-like ejes doth seek 

Fuel to maintain his fires ; 
As old time makes these decay, 
So his flames must waste away. 

But a smooth and steadfast mind. 
Gentle thoughts and calm desires, 

Hearts with equal Iotc combined, 
Kindle never dying fires ;— 

Where these are .not, I despise 

LoTcly cheeks, or lips, or eyes. 

T, Carew, 



TRUE FRIENDSHIP AND FALSE. 

As it fell upon a day 
In the merry month of May, 
Sitting in a pleasant shade 
Which a grote of myrtles made, 
Beasts did leap, and birds did sing. 
Trees did grow, and plants did spring ; 
Everything did banish moan. 
Save the nightingale alone : 
She, poor bird, as all forlorn. 
Leaned her breast up- till a Uiom, 
And there sung the dolefiili*st ditty. 
That to hear it was great pity : 
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low would »li8 orj ( 
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He that is thj friend indeed, 
He will help thee in thj need : 
If thou sorrow, he wiU weep ; 
If thou wake, he cannot sleep ; 
Thus of every grief in heart 
He with thee doth bear a part. 
These are certain signs to know 
Faithful friend frx>m flattering foe. 

E, Bamfield, 



ADVICE TO A YOUNG MAN. 

(HamletJ 
Thbbb, my blessing with thee I 



And these few precepts in thy memory 

See thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any unproportioned thought his act. 

Be thou fiimiliar, but by no means vulgar. 

Those friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 

Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel j 

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 

Of each new-hatched, unfledged comrade. Beware 

Of entrance to a quarrel : but, being in, 

Bear't that the opposed may beware of thee. 

GKve every man thy ear, but few thy voice : 

Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judgment. 

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 

But not expressed in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 

For the apparel ofb proclaims the man. 

And they in France of the best rank and station 

Are of a most select and generous sheaf in. th3iX». 
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Neitlier a borrower nor a lender be ; 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend, 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
This aboye all : to thine own self be true, 
And it must follow, as the night the daj. 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. 
Farewell ; my blessing season this in thee ! 



THE ASSEMBLING OF THE HOSTS OF HELL. 

{Paradi$B Loit.) 

All those and more came flocking ; but with looks 
Downcast and damp ; yet such wherein appeared 
Obscure some glimpse of joy to hare found their Chief 
Not in despair, to have found themselres not loft 
In loss itself : which on his countenance cast 
Like doubtful hue. But he, his wonted pride 
Soon recollecting, with high words, that bore 
Semblance of worth, not substance, gently raised 
Their fainting courage, and dispelled their feam. 
Then straight commands, that, at the warlike sound 
Of trumpets loud and clarions, be upreared 
His mighty standard. That proud honour claimed 
Axacel as his right, a Cherub tall : 
Who forthwith firom the glittering staff unfurled 
The imperial ensign } which, full high adyanoed, 
Shone like a meteor streaming to the wind. 
With gems and golden lustre rich emblazed, 
Seraphic arms and trophiee ; all the while 
Sonorous metal blowing martial sounds : 
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At lAich the uniTSn*! boat np-Mot 

A (bout, that tor« hell'i eoaeara, and beTond 

Frighted the reign of Chuw and old Night. 

All in a moment through the gloom irere wen 

Ten thoiuand baunen rise into the sir 

With orient oolonra waring : with them MM 

A fbreet huge of ipean ; and thronging helm 

Appeared, and rarried ahields in thick arraj 

Of depth immeaaunble : booh thej moT* 

Id perfect phakni to the Dorian mood 

Of flutes and aoft reoorden g looh aa raiaed 

To height of nobleat temper bsroei old 

Arming to battle ; and initaad of rage. 

Deliberate ralour breathed, firm and unmored 

With dread of death to flight or foul retreat : 

Kor wanting power to mitigate and 'mage 

With eolemD tooohee troubled thoughts, and obaM 

Anguish, and doubt, and fear, and loriow, and pain 

From mortsl or immortal minda. Thns tbaj, 

BreaUiing united foroe, with Slid thought, 

UoTed on in eilenoe to eoft pipea, that oharmed 

Their painful itepi o'er the burnt aoil : and now 

AdTsnoed in view the; itand i a horrid &ont 

Of dreadful length and dauling armi, in guise 

Of warriora old with ordered epear and ihield t 

Awaiting what oommanil their mightj ohief 

Had to impoie ; he through the armftd flies 

Darts his eiparieaoed eje, and soon trareree 

The whole battAlion riews, their order due. 

Their riaagea and stature aa of gods i 

Their number last ha aums. And now his heart 

Distends with pride, and hardening in hia strength 

Qlorie* ; for never sinoe created man 

Uet snob embodied fbroe, as named with thete 

Ooold merit more than that amall in&mtr3 
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f cranes : though all the giant brood 
rith the heroic race were joined 
at Thebes and Iliam, on each side 
aaxiliar gods ; and what resounds 
romance of Uther's son 
1 British and Armorio knights ; 
lo since, baptized or infidel, 
1 Aspramont, or Montalban, 
or Marocoo, or Trebisond, 
1 Biserta sent from Afric shore, 
harlemain with all his peerage fell 
tarabia. Thus fiir these beyond 
.« of mortal prowess, yet obserred 
ircad commander ; he, aboTe the rest 
pe and gesture proudly eminent, 
like a tower ; his form had yet not lost 
rr original brightness, nor appeared 
;han archangel ruined, and the excess 
>ry obscured ; as when the sun, new risen, 
I through the horizontal misty air 
of his beams ; or from behind the moon, 
n eoUpse, disastrous twilight sheds 
ilf the nations, and with fear of change 
Bxes monarohs. Darkened so, yet shone 
) them all the archangel ; but his £Me 
scars of thimder had intrenched ; and care 
1 his fiided cheek ; but under brows 
untless courage, and considerate pride 
ng reyenge ; cruel his eyes, but oast 
of remorse and passion, to behold 
ellows of his crime, the followers rather 
other once beheld in bliss), condemned 
yer now to haye their lot in pain : 
)ns of spirits for his fisult amerced 
layen, ukL from eternal splendonn flung 
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For liis revolt ; yet faitliful liow tlicv stood, 
Tln'ir {^lory u itlu-ri-il : as wlieii heaven's ilre 
llath seathed the forest oaks, or mountain pines, 
With singed top their stately growth, tliough bare, 
Stands on the blasted heath. He now prepared 
To speak ; whereat their doubled ranks they bend 
From wing to wing, and half enclose him round 
With all his peers : attention held them mate. 
Thrice he assayed, and thrice, in spite of soom. 
Tears, such as angels weep, burst forth : at last 
Words interwoTe with sighs found out their way. 

J. MiUom. 



FIGHT BETWEEN PRINCE ARTHUR AND 

THE SOLD AN. 

{Fctertf QtceMi.) 

Whesxwith the soldan all with fury fraught, 
Swearing and banning most blasphemously, 
Commanded straight his armour to be brought ; 
And, mounting straight upon a oharet high, 
(With iron wheels and hooks armed dreadfully, 
And drawn of cruel steeds which he had fed 
With flesh of men, whom through fell tyranny 
He slaughtered had, and ere they were half dead 
Their bodies to his beasts for proTender did spread \) 

So forth he came all in a ooat of plate 
BunuBhed with bloody rust \ whiles on the green 
The Briton prince him ready .did await 
In glistering aims right goodly iveW \Min«^ 
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t sbone as bright as doth the heayen sheen ; 
1 by his stirrup Tains did attend, 
ring his page's part as he had been 
}re directed by his lord ; to th* end 
should his flaU to final execution bend. 

18 go they both together to their gear 
;h like fierce minds, but meanings different : 
the proud soldan, with presumptuous cheer 
1 countenance sublime and insolent, 
ght only slaughter and arengement ; 
: the braye prince for honour and for right, 
nst tortuous power and lawless regiment, 
the behalf of wrong^ weak did fight : 
re in his cause's truth he trusted than in might. 

e to the Thracian tyrant, who they say 

to his horses gaye his guests for meat, 

. he himself was made their greedy prey, 

1 torn in pieces by Alcides great ; 

thought the soldui, in his folly's threat^ 

her the prince in pieces to haye torn 

th his sharp wheels in his first rage's heat, 

under his fierce horses' feet haye borne, 

d trampled down in dust his thoughts' disdain^c 

t the bold Child that peril well espying, 

he too rashly to hu charet drew, 

re way unto his horses' speedy flying, 

d their restless rigour did eschew : 

t, as he passM by, the pagan threw 

ihiyering dart with so impetuous force, 

at, had he not it shunned, with heedful yiew, 

bad himself transfixM or his horse, 

made them both one masa withouten more rem 
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Oft drew the prince unto his charet nigh, 

In hope some stroke to fiMten on him near $ 

But he was mounted in his seat so high. 

And his wing-footed coursers him did bear 

So £ut away, that, ere his readj spear 

He could adrance, he &r was gone and past : 

Yet still he him did follow everywhere. 

And followed was of him likewise fuU fast. 

So long as in his steeds the flaming breath did last. 

Again the pagan threw another dart, 
Of which he had with him abundant store 
On erery side of his embattled cart. 
And of all other weapons less or more 
Which warlike uses had deyised of yore : 
The wicked shaft, guided through th' airy wide 
By some bad spirit that it to mischief bore, 
Stayed not, till through his cur*et it did glide, 
And made a griesly wound in his enriyen side. 

Much was he grieyM with that hapeless throe. 
That opened had the well-spring of hisblood ; 
But much the more that to his hateful foe 
He mote not come to wreak his wrathful mood : 
That made him raye, like to a lion wood. 
Which being wounded of the huntsman's hand 
Cannot oome near him in the coyert wood. 
Where he with boughs hath built his shady stand. 
And fenced himself about with many a flaming brand. 

Still when he sought t*approach unto him nigh 
His charet wheels about him whirlM round. 
And made him back again as fast to fly ; 
And eke his steeds, like to an httng;r^ bo^scA 
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er game hath oarrion fonndi 

m pursue and ohate, 
:eed, all were he much renowned 
ge and for hard j race, 
re their sight, but fled from place to pbuN 

/ traced and traTersed to and fro : 
erj way to make some breach ; 
i prince not nigh unto him go, 
a stroke he might unto him roach, 
i strength's assay he might him teach : 
n his yictorious shield he drew 
hich did his powerful light empeaoh $ 
ig full before his horses' yiew, 
pon him pressed, it plain to them did shew. 

ning flash that hath the gazer burned, 
e sight thereof their sense dismay, 
: again upon themselves they turned, 
their rider ran perforce away : 
the soldan them from flying stay 
s or wonted rule, as well he knew : 
arM they what he could do or say, 
nly fear that was before their Tiew ; 
oh like mazM deer dismayfiilly they flew. 

hey fly as them their feet could bear 
hills, and lowly oyer dales, 
ere followed of their former fear : 
le pagan bans, and swears, and rails, 
with both his hands unto him hales 
reins, regarded now no more : 
in calls and speaks, yet nought avails ; 
' him not, they have forgot his lore ; 
lich way they list ; their guide they h 
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As wlieii the fli^rv-Tnoufhr 1 r^toc-l-^. wiiioli drow 
T!i«" ■^ini"'' l)ri:iht w-.uu to IMi.'u.'tuns ilctav, 
S<>on as they did tlie nioustrous .sror])ioii view 
With ugly rni})j)le8 crawling in tli(Mr way, 
The dreadful sight did them so sore affray, 
That their well-knowen courses they forwent ; 
And, leading th* ever burning lamp astray, 
This lower world nigh all to ashes brent, 
And left their scorched path yet in the firmament. 

Such was the fury of these headstrong steeds. 

Soon as the Infant's sunlike shield they saw, 

That all obedience both to words and deeds 

They quite forgot, and scorned all former law 

Through woods, and rocks, and mountains they did draw 

The iron charet, and tlie wheels did tear. 

And tossed the paynim without fear or awe ; 

From side to side they tossed him here and there. 

Crying to them in yain that nould his crying hear. 

Yet still the prince pursued him close behind. 

Oft making offer him to smite, but found 

No easy means according to his mind : 

At last they have all overthrown to ground 

Quite topside turrey, and the pagan hound 

Amongst the iron hooks and grapples keen 

Tom all to rags, and rent with many a wound ; 

That no whole piece of him was to be seen. 

But scattered all about, and strowed upon the green. 

Like as the cursed son of Thesdus, 
That following his chase in dewy mom, 
To fly his stepdame's love outrageous. 
Of his own steeds was all to pieces tom^ 
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And his £ur limbs left in the woods forlorn ; 

That for his sake Diana did lament, 

And all the woody nymphs did wail and mourn : 

So was this soldan rapt and all to rent, 

That of his shape appeared no little moniment. 



ENGLAND UNDER A BAD KING. 

(Sichitrd the Second.) 

His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last, 
For Tiolent fires soon bum out themseWes ; 
Small showers last long, but sudden storms are short ; 
He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes ; 
With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder : 
Light yanity, insatiate cormorant. 
Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. 
This royal throne of kings, this sceptered isle, 
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 
This other Eden, demi-paradise. 
This fortress built by Nature for herself 
Against infection and the hand of war, 
This happy breed of men, this little world, 
This precious stone set in the silver sea, 
Which serres it in the office of a wall 
Or as a moat defensire to a house, 
Against the envy of less happier lands. 
This blessM plot, this earth, this realm, this England, 
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings, 
Feared by their breed and &mous by their birth, 



BOOK TBE FIB8T. 26 

BenowiM for their deeds as hr from, home, 
For Ohristian serrioe and trae ehiralry. 
As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry 
Of the world's ransom, bless^ Mary^s Son, 
This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land. 
Dear for her reputation through the world, 
Is now leased out, I die pronouncing it. 
Like to a tenement or pelting &rm : 
England, bound in with the triumphant sea. 
Whose rocky shore beats back the enyious siege 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame, 
With inky blots and rotten parchment bonds : 
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself. 



THE TRIUMPH OF BOLINGBROKE. 

(Miehardihe Second). 

Thut, as I said, the duke, great Bolingbroke, 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed 
Which his aspiring rider seemed to know. 
With slow but stately pace kept on his course, 
Whilst all tongues cried * Qt>d saye thee, Bolingbroke !' 
Tou would haye thought the yery windows spake, 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his yisage, and that all the walla 
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Like glancing %ht of Phobo*' briglit«*t i^ ) 

From top to toe DO ptsce appesrM bkr«. 

That deadlj dint of iteel endanger mftj : 

Athwart hia breant a baldric brare he vara, 

That ahined, like twinkling itars, witli itouea moat prscio 

And, in the midat thereof^ one preoioua Itone 
Of wondroua wortli, and Hke of wondroui migbta, 
Shaped like a ladj'i head, eicweding shorn, 
Like Heapenu amongst the lesser lights, 
And atroie for to amue tlie weaker lights ; 
Therebj his mortal blade full cornel; hung 
Id ivory sheath, jcaried with curioua sleights. 
Whose bilti were bumisht gold ; and handle strong 
Of mother perle ; and buckled with a golden (ongue. 

His haufjhtj helmet, horrid all with gold. 
Both glorious brightness aod great terror bred ; 
For all the crest a drugno did enfold 
With greedj paws, and oier all did spread 
His golden wings; his dreadful hideous head 
Cloae crouched on the bearer, seemed to throw 
From flaming moulli bright sparkles Serj red, 
That sudden hororr to faint bBarts did show, 
And scalj tail was stretchod adown his back full low. 

Upon the top of all his lofty crest, 

A buDoh of hatn discoloured direrselj, 

With sprinkled pearl a:id gold full richlr drest. 

Did shake, and seemed (o dauce for jollity ; 

Like to an almond tree jmoantcd high 

On top of green Selinis all alone. 

With blossoms brare bedecked daintily ; 

Whoae tender locks do tremble erery ona 

At ererj little breath, tliat under hearen is blovo. 
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His warlike shield all closely coTored was, 
Ne might of mortal eje he eyer seen : 
Not made of steel, nor of enduring hrass, 
(Such earthly metals soon consumed been,) 
But all of diamond perfect pure and clean 
It firamM was, one massy entire mould, 
Hewn out of adamant rock with engines keen. 
That point of spear it never perccn could, 
Ne dint of direful sword divide the substance would. 

E. Spenser. 

PRINCE HENRY. 
{Henry the Fofirth) 

H0T8PUB~SlB BlOHABD VbBNON. 

Sotepwr, Hb shall be welcome too. Where is his wot 
The nimble-footed madcap Prince of Wales, 
And his comrades, that daffed the world aside. 
And bid it pass ? 

Vernon, All furnished, all in arms ; 

All plumed, like estridges that with tbe wind 
Baited ; like eacrles having lately bathed ; 
Glittering in golden coats, like images ; 
As full of spirit as the month of May, 
And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer ; 
Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young buUs. 
I saw young Harry, with his beaver on, 
His ouisses on his thighs, gallantly armed, 
Rise from the ground like feathered Mercury, 
And vaulted with such ease into his seat, 
As if an angel dropped down from the clouds. 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus 
And witch the world with noble horsemanship. 

W. Shakespeare, 
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TRUTH. 

(Beurg the fbrnrtk.) 
BOTSFUB — OWSir OLINDOWI* — HOSTIKKB. 

OUudower. Sir. cousin Faroj ; lit, good oooun Holtpur, 
For bj that name u oH as LanoMter 
Doth ipeak of jou, hia cheek tooka pale Kod with 
A riring sigh he wiabelh yon in hekren. 

Boltpur. And 7011 in hell, a< oft ai he heu« Owen 
Qlendower ipoke of. 

OUndomer. I cumot blame him : at my natiTitj 
The front of heaTen was full of Saj ah&pes. 
Of bnmiDg oreueta ; aod at mj birth 
The &»ma and huge foundatiou of the enitb 
Shaked like a oamrd. 

Sottpur. Why, so it would hare done at the nme tOMoa, 
if jour motheT*! cat had hut kittened, though jouraelf had 
nerer been bom. 

OlendoiBtr. I mj the earth did ahake when I wai bom. 

MoUpur, And I aay the euth WM opt of my tnind. 
If you luppoM aa fearing you it ahook. 

GUndoictr, ThsheaTena wereaUonBre,thseartbdidtnnible. 

Sotipiir, O, then the earth ibook to aee the heaTeiu on fire. 
And Dot in feu- of your naljtity. 
DiaeaaM nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In strange eniptione ; oft the teeming earth 
Is viih a kind of colic pinched and Toxed 
B; the imprisoning of unruly wind 
Within her womb ; which, for enlargement aMno^ 
Shakes the old beldam earth and topplea down 
8t«eples and man-grown towen. At your biith 
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Our gnmdun sarth, haring thu diatcmpenture, 
In pawioD ihook. 

GimdiMMr. Cousin, of manj men 
I do Dot bear tliMe oroaaiii^. Oire me le»r« 
To tell jou oDCe *gmiD that at m; birth 
The front of heaTeo nsa full of fierj sbapei. 
The goats ran from the moimtaiiu, and the herds 
Were strangelj clamorous to the frighted fields. 
These signs hare marked me extrvordinary ; 
And all the courses of taj liFe do ahoir 
I am not in the roll of conuuon men. 
Where is he livbg, clipped in nitli the sea 
That obides the bunks tnT England, Scotland, Wales, 
Which calls me pupil, or hath read ta me P 
And bring him out that is but iroman's son 
Can trace me in the tedious vajt of art 
And hold me pace in deep eiperimenlx. 

SiAtfmr. I tliiiilE Ihom'i no nuin speaks better Weleh. I'U 
to dinner. 

JforMnMf. Peace, cousin Pore; ; 70U will make him mad. 

Qlttiiover. I can call spirits from the lastj deep. 

SoUptr. Wbj, so can I or so can an; man g 
But will the; come when ;ou do call for them P 

OUndoictr. Wh;, 1 oon teach jou, cousin, to command 
Thederil. 

Softpur, And I eon teach thee, coe, to shame the deril 
B7 telling truth : tell truth and shame the devil. 
If thou bare poircr to raise him, bring him hither. 
And I'll bo sworn 1 bare power to ihame him henoe. 
O, while ;ou lire, tell truth and shame the deril 1 

B'. Shakapeart. 
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UNA ANB THE UoN. 

Tit ehe, matt bitbfol ladj, all thii whila 
Fanaken, vofnl, lolitu; nuid. 
Far from ftll people'* pTcacs, as in Biils, 
Id wiidameM and wwtefol deasrU Blrajod, 
To ueli her knight ; who, inbtilelj b«tni;ad 
Through tihmt lata Ti*ioa which th' enchanter wrought. 
Had her abuidaDed ; she of nought afraid, 
. Throng wood* and wartnea wide him dailj wmght, 
Tet wiahid tidingi none of him unto her brought. 

One Skj, nigh wmi^ of the irkMnne waj, 
From her onhaat; beait ihe did alight ; 
And on the gnu* hor daint; limbe did laj 
In ieerat ihadow, br from all men'i light : 
From her fiur bekd her fillet she undigbt. 
And laid her (tab aside : Her angel'* face, 
Aa the RTMit eje of hearen, ahinM bright. 
And made a iDoahine in the ahadj place g 
Did nerer mortal eje behold such hesTsnlj graoe. 



It fbrtanid, ant of tbe thiokett wood 
A lamping lion mtbM (uddenlj, 
Honting full grMdj after aTags hlood. 
Boon a* the roTal Tirgis ha did apj, 




OB POErS WALK. 

WiUt gspiug mouth tX ber ran greedily. 

To hsTO at once devoiired her tender corse t 

Bat to the prej when u he drew more nigh, 

Hit bloody nge awangM with remorM 

And, with the eight &iaa.ied, forgat hii furion* forc«. 

Initead thereof, he kissed her weary feet. 
And lioked her Ulj hand* with bwning tongue ; 
Aj he her wronged ianocenoe did waet. 
O how can beauty master the moat strong, 
Ajid simple truth subdue avenging wrong 1 
Whose yielded pride and proud submiHion, 
Still dreading death, when iihe had markid long. 
Her heart gan melt in great compassion j 
And driuling tear* did shed far pure aSbctLon. 

* The lion, lord of srery beast in field,' 

Qnoth ahe, * his princely puissance doth abate. 

And mighty proud to humble weak doe* yidd, 

Forgetfid of the bnngij rage, which late 

Him pricked in du^ of my sad estate : — 

But be, my lion, and my noble bid, 

How does he find in cruel heart to hate 

Her, that him lored, and erer meet adored 

Aa the god of my life F why hall) be me abh^red V 

Bedoimding tears did choke th' end of her plaint, 

Wbioh softly eohoed from the neighbouring wood j 

And, sad to see her sorrowfdl constraint, 

ITba kingly beast upon her gaiing stood i 

Willi pity calmed, down fell his angry mood. 

At last, in dose heart shutting up her pais, 

Aroae the virgin, bom of hearenly brood, 

And to her snowy palfery got again. 

To seak her stiqrM "'■'■■t'™ tf lb* mi^ attain. 
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The lion would not leaye her desolate, 
Bat with her went along, as a strong guard 
Of her chaste person, and a faithful mate 
Of her sad troubles and misfortunes hard ; 
Still, when she slept, he kept both watch and ward ; 
And, when she waked, he waited diligent. 
With humble serrice to her will prepared : 
From her £Eur eyes he took oommanddment. 
And erer by her looks oonoeiy&d her intent. 

E, Spenser, 



THE NIGHT BEFORE AGINCOURT. 

(Henry the Fifth.) 

Now entertain conjecture of a time 
When creeping murmur and the poring dark 
Fills the wide yessel of the unirerse. 
From camp to camp through the foul womb of night 
The hum of either army stilly sounds. 
That the fixed sentinels almost receiye 
The secret whispers of each other's watch : 
Fire answers fire, and through their paly flames 
Each battle sees the other's umbered face : 
Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs 
Piercing the night's dull ear, and from the tents 
The armourers, accomplishing the knights, 
With busy hammers closing rivets up, 
GKye dreadful note of preparation : 
The oountiy cocks do crow, the clocks do toll, 
And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 
Proud of their numbers and secure in soul. 
The confident and oyer-lusty French 
Do the low-rated English play at dice \ 




And chide the crippls tardj-gait«d night 

Who, like s foul and uglj witch, doth limp 

So tediouil? Kwa;. The poor oondemned Bngliih, 

Like MflriHceB, b; tbeir irntchful firea 

Sit patientlj mnd inlj mminate 

The morning's dimger, and their gesture sad 

InTsating Unk-laui cheaka and war-worn coata 

Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 

Bo manj horrid ghoata. O dow, who wiU behold 

The n>j»1 oaptaia of this ruined band 

Walking from watoli to watch, from tent to tent, 

Let him cr; ' Praia? and glorj on his head I' 

For forth he goes and Tiuta all bis host, 

Bida tbem good-morrow oith a modest smile 

And calls them brothers, friends and couDtrjmen. 

T7poii his Fojal &ce there is no note 

How dread an army hatb enrounded him ) 

Nor doth he dedicate ons jot of colour 

Unto the wear; and all- watched night, 

But freshly looks aud over-beara attaint 

With cheerful aembUDCe and sweet majestj ; 

That every wretch, pining and pale before, 

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his loolis : 

A largpss unirersal like the bud 

Hia liberal eje doth gire to every one, 

Thnwing cold fear, that mean and gentle all. 

Behold, as may anworthiness deOne, 

A little touch of Harry in the night. 



MOOK TEM TOST, 86 



THE BATTLE OF AGINCOURT. 



Faib stood the wind for Fnaoe, 
When we our sails adnuioe, 
Nor now to proye our chance 

Longer will tanj ; 
But putting to the main, 
At CSaux, the mouth of Seine, 
With all his martial train, 

Landed King Hazrj. 

And taking many a fort, 
Furnished in warlike sort, 
Marcheth towards Aginooort. 

In happy hour ; 
Skirmishing day by day 
With those that stopped his way. 
Where the French General lay 

With all his power. 

Which in his height of pride. 
King Henry to deride, 
His ransom to provide 

To the king sending. 
Which he neglects the while, 
As from a nation rile, 
Yet with an angry smile * 

Their fall portending. 
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And turoing to liia men, 
Quotb OUT b»T8 Eeniy then, 
' Thoagh tlicj be ooe to ton, 

Ba not BmuM g 
Tet have ve wall begun, 
Battlea lo brsTolj won 
Hare srer to the lun 

Bj fame been raioM. 

' And for mjaelf,' quoth he, 
'Thii my full r«*t ihalt b« 
Bngland ne'er mourn for me. 

Nor more eateem me. 
Victor I wiU remain. 
Or on thii earth lie alun, 
Nerer ehall ihe aoatain 

Lou to redeem me. 

' Foitiera and Creaaj tell, 

Wlien moat their pride did nrell, 

Dnder our iworda the; fell. 

If D leu our ikill is. 
That when our grandaire great, 
Claiming the regal Mat, 
B7 man; a warlike feat 

Lopped the French liho.' 

Hie Duke of York ao dread 
The eager Ta'ward led ; 
With the main Henry sped, 

AmoDgat hia henebmen. 
£iet«r had the rear, 
A brarer man not there : 
HeaTeni ! how hot the; wm 

On the &!•• Frenchmen I 
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Tbey now to fight are gone, 
Armonr on krinoiir ihone, 
Bnun DOW to drum did giouii 

To hear mi wonder : 
That with the cries the; make, 
Thfl lerj earth did ihake j 
Tnunpet to tnimpat apaka. 

Thunder to thunder. 

Well it thine sfpi became, 
.0. noble Erpingbun, 
Which didat the aignal aim 

To our hid foTves ; 
When from a meadow \yj. 
Like ■ rtorm luddenlj. 
The Sngliih aicher; 

Struck the Frenoh horMB. 

With Spanuli jew u> itroiig, 
ArrowB a doCh-jard long, 
That liks to terpenta ituag, 

PieroDg the weatherj 
None &om his fellow itarti, 
Bat plajing monlj parte, 
And like true Engliah heart*. 

Stock doee together. 

When down their bowg the; tt«ew 
And forth their bilboi drew, 
And on the French thej flew, 

Not one wai tardj ; 
Arnu were from >boulderB sent, 
Bcalpa to the teeth were rent, 
Down the French peaianta went. 

Our men were hard;. 
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Thij whfle OUT noblo King, 
Hi* broad Bword bnndiihing, 
Down the French hoet did ding, 

At to o'erwhalm it ; 
And numj a doop vound lent, 
His armB wilh blood besprent, 
And m&nj it eruel dent 

BruisM his lielmet. 
Qlouoester, that duke Ml fpad, 
Next of the royal blood. 
Foe &mau9 England itooi. 

With hia bmTB brother, 
OlBTSDce, in ateel bo bright. 
Though but a moidon knight, 
Tet in thai furious fight 

Scarce eucli another. 

Warwick in blood did vada, 
Oxford the foe inrado, 
And cruel slaughter made, 

Still as thej mn up ; 
Soflolk his aie did plj, 
B«aumant and Willougliby 
Biire tbem righl dough til;, 

Ferren and Panhope. 
CpoD Saint Crispin's daj 
Fought wB> this noble fre^. 
Which funa did not dolaj 

Ho England to mny j 
O, when shsU English men 
With such acta fill a pen, 
Or England breed again 

6u«h a King Harr; P 
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ROME AFTER THE DEATH OF CiESAR. 

{JuUnt Catar.) 

The Forum. 
Enter Bbuttis and CA88IU8, and a throng qf Citizens. 

Citixem. Wb will be satisfied : let us be satisBed. 

JBrutut. Then foUow me, and f^ye me audience, friends. 
Gassius, go you into the other street, 
And part the numbers. 

Those that will hear me speak, let 'em stay here ; 
Those that will follow Cassius, go with him ; 
And public reasons shall be rendered 
Of Caesar*s death. 

Firtt Citizen, I will hear Brutus speak. 

Second Citizen, I will hear Cassius; and compare their 
reasons. 
When severally we hear them rendered. 

lExit CA8SI178 with eotne of the Citizens. 
BB17TU8 goet into the pulpit. 

Third Citizen, The noble Brutus is ascended : silence ! 

Brutue. Be patient till the last. 
Romans, countrymen, and loyers ! hear me for my cause, and 
be silent, that you may hear : belieye me for mine honour, and 
haye respect to mine honour, that you may belieye : censure me 
in your wisdom, and awake your senses, that you may the 
better judge. If there be any in this assembly, any dear 
friend of Csstar's, to him I say, that Brutus' loye to Caesar was 
no lev than his. If then that friend demand wb,^ BtvxVqa ^t^w^ 
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•gftinlt CfBMtr, this ie my imsiTer : — Not that I lared denr leis, 
but that I loTed Some more. Had jou rather Caaat were 
liring and die all alave*, than that Cnaar were dead, to lire all 
fr«e men P Ai Csaar lured me, I neep for him ; aa he was 
fortunate, I rejoice at it j aa he wag Taliant, I honour him i 
but, u he waa ambitious, I iilen him. There is t«an for hi) 
lore ; joj for hii fortune ; honour for bie Talour ; aud death for 
hit ambition , Who is here so ba» that would be a bondman P 
If anj, apeak ; for hirn haTe I offended. Who ia here ao rude 
that would not he a Roman P If any. apeak ; for him hare I 
offended. Who ia here ao Tile that will not Iotb hia country P 
If any, Bpeai~p for him hare I offended. I pauas for a reply. 

AU. None, Brutus, none. 

Brutiu. Then none have I offended, I have done no more 
to Ciesar than you shall ilo to Brutus. The question of hia 
death is enrolled in the Capitol ; hia clory not extenuated, 
wherein he was worthy, nor hia offences eaforeed, for which he 
suffered death. 

Enter Aktohx and olhert aitk CsatA'i body. 
Here comes hia body, mourned by Mark Antony : who, though 
he had no hand in his death, ahall roceiTo tho boneSt of hia 
dying, a plaoo in the commonwealth ; aa which of you shall not P 
With thia I depart,— thai, ai I Blew my best lover for tho good 
of Borne, I bare the same dagger for myself, when it ahall 
please my eountry to need my death. 

All. Live, Brutus 1 live, lite! 

Firat Ciliten. Bring him with triumph homeuntohiahooae. 

5rcDHil Citizen, Give him a atatue with hia anceator*. 

Third Citixm. Let him bo CiBsar. 

Fourth Ciliien. Coaar'a better parta 

Shall be crowned in Brutua. 

Firit Citizen We'll bring him to his houae 

With shouts aud clamours. 

BnttiH. My countrymen, — 
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Sreond CilUm. Peaoe, lilenoe I Bralui wpetkM. 

lirrt CUiten. ' Poue, lio t 

BriUiu. QoqA ooaDtTTnien, Ut me depart alone, 
And, (oi mj Mtke, ttaj here with Antonj : 
Do graoe to Cbsat'i oorpie, and grace hi« apeeoh 
Tending to Cssar's gloriei : which Mark Aatonj, 
Bj our permiwion, ii allowed to make. 
I do entreat 70U, not a nian deport, 
Sara I alone, till Antonj have apoke. {Smt 

Firtt Citaen. Btaj, hoi and let u> hear Mark Antony. 

Tkird Citiie%, Let liiin go up into the public chair; 
We'll bear bim. Noble Antonj, go up. 

Aniamy. For Brutiu' take, I am beholding to jon. 

[fioM into Jitf pulpU. 

Ihartk Cititn. What doe* be laj of Bnitui ? 

Third Cilitm. He aayi, for Bnitu' take, 

He fiudi himielf beholding to ua all. 

Fomrih Citiien. 'Twere beit he speak no bann of Bnitaa 

Firit Citiiea, Thia Coaar was a Ijrant. 

TMrd CUitem. Naj, that's Certain : 

We are Meat that Borne ia rid of him. 

Second Citiien. Fsaoe ! lat u* hear what Antonj can aaj. 

AnloiHf. You gentle Bomana, — 

Cilittai. Peace, hoi let oa hear him. 

Anloai/. Frienda, Romans, countrymen, land me jour eara ; 
I come to bnrj Cnaar, not to praise him. 
The eril that men do lires afb^ tbom i 
The good ia ofl interred with their bones: 
Bo let it be with Cnsar. The noble Brutna 
Hath told jou Cnaar was ambitious ; 
If it were so, it was a grieraiis fault. 
And grierousl; bath Cesar answered it. 
Here, nnder teave of Brutna and the re«t— 
For Brutus is an banourabls man i 
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80 are tbej all, all honaomble men — 

Come I to apeak in Cnur'a funeraL 

He mu my friend, faithful and just to me i 

Bat Bmtua bjb ha wu unbitioui } 

And Brutus ie an honourable man. 

Hb hath brongbl nuuij oiptiTrs borne to Rome, 

Whose niuoma did the gansmi oofTera flU : 

Did thia in Coaar aeem ambitiaua ? 

Wben that the poor luire crried, Cnaar hath wept ; 

Ambitioa ahoutd be made of atemer stuff : 

Tet Brutus saja he wss ambitious ; 

And Brutus ia an honourable man. 

Tou all did see that on the Lupercsl 

I thrioe preeented him a kingly crown, 

Which be did thnoe refuse : was this ambition P 

Tet Brutns ^71 he was ambitious ; 

And, sure, he is an honourable man. 

I speak not to diiproTe what Brutus apoke, 

But hers I am to apeak what T do know. 

Ton all did lore him onoe, not without cause : 

What cause withholds you then, to moum for him F 

judgement \ thou art Bed to brutish beasts. 
And men hare lost their reason. Bear with me 1 
Uj heart is in the oofltn there with Casor, 
And I must pause till it oome back to me. 

.fiFit CUi*en. Hethinks there is much reason in his sajring*. 
B»ea»d Cilitm. It thou consider rightly of the matter, 
Oaiiar haa had gr«at wrong. 

Third Cititen. Haa he, masten P 

1 bar then will be a worse come in his place. 

Ftmrth Citumt. Marked ye hia words f He would not take 
the crown j 
Therefore 'tis certain he was not ambitious. 

Rrtt CilUn. If it be fennd so, some will dear abide it. 
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8ee<md CfUtMem, Poor soul! hit eyes are red ai ftn with 

weeping. 
Tkird CiHzem. ThiBtt^% not % nobler man in Borne than 

Antony. 
Fburih CUiuen, Now mark him, he begins again to fpeak. 
Antomf. But yesterday the word of Cesar might 
Hare stood against the world ; now lies he there, 
And none so poor to do him rererenoe. 

masters, if I were disposed to stir 

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Oissius wrong. 
Who, you all know, are honourable men : 

I will not do them wrong ; X rather choose 

To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and you. 

Than I will wrong such honourable men. 

But here's a parchment with the seal of 0»sar ; 

I found it in his closet, *tis his will : 

Let but the commons hear this testament— 

Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read— 

And they would go and kiss dead OsBsar's wounds 

And dip their napkins in his sacred blood. 

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory. 

And, dying, mention it within their wills, 

Bequeathing it as a rich legacy 

Unto their issue. 
Fomih Citizen, Well hear the will : read it, Mark Antony. 
All, The will, the wOl ! we will hear Cssar^s wilL 
AMtanjf, Hare patience, gentle friends, I must not read it j 

It is not meet you know how Cesar loved you. 

Yon are not wood, you are not stones, but men ; 

And, being men, hearing the will uf Cosar, 

It will inflame you, it will make you mad : 

*Tis good you know not that you are his heirs ; 

For, if you should, O, what would come of it I 
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FumHk OUUeu. Bead the will ; we'll hear it, Anton; j 
Too ihall read ua the will, Coiar'a will. 

Amioi^. Will jou be patient P will yon day awhile P 
I have o'enhot mjielf to tell you of it : 
I &ar I wrong the honourable men 
Whoee daggen bare (tabbed Cvsar i I do fear it. 

Jbarf i CUiMti^ Thay were traitor* ; honourable men ! 

AIL The will! theteatament ! 

Stcond CUiten, They were villain*, murderen : the will I 
lead the wilL 

AnUmj/. You will compel me, then, to read the will ? 
Then make a ring about Ihe corpse of CBsar, 
And let me ahow you him that made the wilL 
Shall I daicend F and will jou gir* me leare ? 

Sn*ral Citixen*. Come down. 

Saaond Cilitam, Dsacend. 

TlUrd Citiien. You shall bare leave. 

[Antboht coBto* dotpn. 

JWrfA Oiliian. A ring; itaud round. 

Fint CUittit. Stand from the hearae, atand from the body. 

Saxmd Citizen. Stand book ; room ; bear back. 

Anionjf. If you have tean, prepare lo ihed them now. 
Ton all do know thia mantle : I remember 
The fir*t time erer C»aar put it on : 
Twai on a aummer'a eveuing, in hia tent, 
That day he oreroame Iha Ncrrii ; 
Look, in thia place ran Oaaaius' dagger through : 
See what a rent the enTioua Casca made : 
Through thia the well-belorM Brutui stabbed ; 
And aa he plucked hia oura^d ateel away, 
Mark how the blood of Cnar'a followed it, 
Ai niahing ont of doora, lo be roioUed 
If Brutua so unkindly knocked, or no ; 
For Brutua, aa you know, wa* Csaar'i angel : 
Judge, O yon god*, how dearly Cnaar loved him I 
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Thil w>a tli« mott nnkmdMt out of ill ; 

For when tbe nobis Caiar uir him (tab, 

IngTatitndo, mors ibong than traitor'i arma. 

Quite Tanquiibed him : then bunt hi* inightj heart i 

And, in hla muitlo znuffling np hia face, 

Btcd at the baie of Pompej'e itatna, 

Which aU the while ran blood, great Cmar (ell. 

0, what a fall wae there, mj ooDDtrjmen I 

Then I, and joo, and all of ub fell down, 

Whilat bloodj treaaon flonriihed orer u*. 

0, now joa wepp ; and, I peroeiTe, 70D feel 

The dint of pit/ : theee are gracioiu dropi. 

Kind tav^t, what, weep jou when 70U but behold 

Our Ccear's reature wounded ? Look ;ou here. 

Here ia himielf, marred, aa jou soe, with traiton. 

Firil Ciliten. O pileoui ipectaele ! 

Second CUUen. O noble Cteear 1 

Tkird Cilixtit. O woful daj ! 

Finirik Cilittm. O traiton. TiUaiiu! 

KrH Ciiittn. O meet bloody eight I 

S*eond Cilitat. We wiU be reTeeged. 

Ail. ReTooge! About! Seek I Burs! Fim! Eill! Slay! 
Let not a traitor lire ', 

Amtonif. Btaj, countiTnien- 

Firtt Cifitex. Peace there I bear tbe noble Antonj. 

Secomd CUiaia. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'U 
die with him. 

Aatonj/. Oood Mends, eweet friendi, let me not atir 70a 
up 
To luch a ludden flood of mutiny. 
Thej that Lave done thia deed are honourable : 
What prirate griefa the; hare, aU*, I know not, 
Tliat made them do it ; they are wiae and honoaiaUe, 
And will, DO doubt, with reaaon* aniwer you. 
I eom« not, frienda^ to itaal away your heart* 1 




I«miiOM*t«T, MBnitiuii; 
But, H ^u know me all, a plain blunt man, 
Thftt loTB mj Uend g and that thej kuow full w«U 
That gars me public leaTa to apeak of him : 

Sor I haye neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 

Aolion, nor ntteiknce, nor the pover of ipeedi. 

To atii men'i blood : I onl; apeak right on ; 

I tell you that which jou jooreeWei do know [ 

Show JOU (weet Cbsbt'i woonds, poor poor dumb mODllii, 

And bid them apeak for me : bat were I Brutui, 

And Bnitui Antony, there were an Anton/ 

Would ruffle up jour ipirits and put a tongue 

In eTerj wound of Cniar that should more 

The atone* of Rome to rise and mutiny. 

All. We'll mutiny. 

Firtt CitUem, We'll bum the houee of Brutua. 

TUrd Cititem. Away then I come, aeek the conspitston. 

AtttiMy. Yet hear me, countrjmen ; yet h«ar me apeak. 

All. Peace, oh I Hear A □ tony. Moat noble Antony ! 

Anfonj/. Why, frienda, you go to do you know not what : 
Wherein hath Caaar thus dweried your IotM P 
Alai, you know not : I must tell you, then ; 
Ton hare forgot the will I told you of. 

AU. Hoat true. The will '. Let'l atay and hear the WilL 

Aiilo*!/. Here ia the will, and under Ceaar'a aeal. 
To eTery Raman citizen he girea, 
To every eereral mnn, aorenty-fiTe drachma*. 

Sicond Ciliien. Moal noble CnBarl We'll rarenge hi* deatl 

Third CUim. O royal Ccaar ! 

Aniotty. Hear me with patience. 

AU. Peace, hoi 

AjtUmii. Horeorer, he hath left you all hi) walkf, 
Hia priTate arboure and new planted orchards, 
On tbia aide Tiber ; he hath left them yon. 
And to your hein for erer, oommon plaMurw, 
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To wiU abroad, uid racnate jDimcilTM. 
Hen wu a Caur ! when oomet nioh anotlier P 

UntGUtm. Nerer, nerarl Come, awaj, ftrnj I 
We'll bmni Hii bod; in the holj place. 
And with ths brandi fire the tniton' hooiea. 
Ta^ up the bod;. 

Second Cilitat. Oo fetch Bre. 

Tltird CUwu. Pluck down banche*. 

Famrth Citiaat. Ploek down Ibrmi, wiodowi, anything. 

[Gcenaf Citixeni tnlh <i< bodf. 

Anfauj/. Now let it work : Mieehief thou art afool^ 
GUe tboa what oonne thoa wilt ', 

W. 8hatap*ar*. 



THE MURDER OF DUNCAN. 

UlOBITB—- liADT MaOBRH. 
Zadg MaebtU. That which hath made them dmnk hath 
made m* bold ; 
What batb qDenched them hath giren ma fire. Hark 1 

Peace 1 
It wa< the owl that ■hriaked, the fiital bellinaD, 
Whiab giTea the iteni'it good-night. He is about it : 
The doon are open ; and the inifeited groom* 
Do moA their nharge with snorce i I hare drugged their 

[«— fc 

Tluit dMth am . nature do oont«nd about them, 
Wliether thej lire or die. 

Maeiteik. { WitUn.) Who'i there P what, ho ! 

l-adg JtaOtli. AUek, I am afisid the; hate awaked. 
And 'ti* Dot done. The attempt, and not the deed, 
ConJiMUid* na. Haik I I laid their daggcn T«*dj ; 
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Hb oould DOt miu 'am. Had he not i«sembled 
H7 fattisr a* he slept, I h&d done't. 

Enter UlCBBTH. 

My buebuid r 
3[aebtth. I hmte done the deed. Didst thou not he«r m 

Ladg Maclelh. I heard the owl Bcreun, EUid the crioketa crj. 
Did not jou apeak ? 

Macbetk. When ? 

Zady Macbetk. Now. 

Macbetk. At I descended P 

iorfv Maebelk. Ay. 

MiKbelh. Kukl 
Who lies i' the second chamber ? 

Xnrfy JUiuAfl/t. DonnlbaiD. 

Jfoctefj^, (XoDih'i^ OK hit handt.) Tliis is s sorrj sight. 

Xmty ^acbflk. A foolish thought, lo mi; a sorry sight. 

JfnirABfA. There's one did laugh in '■ sleep, and one cried, 
' Murder ',' 
That they did wake each other i I stood and heard them : 
But tliey did say their prayers, and addrosscd them 
Again to eloop. 

Lady Madetk. There are two lodged together. 

Maebelk. One cried ' God bless us!' and 'Amen,' the 

Aa they had seen me with these hangman's hauds. 
liiatening their fear, I ooold not say ' Amen,' 
Vben they did say ' Qod bless us !' 

Lady llaebeih. Coosider it not so deeply. 

Jtacbeik. But wherefore ooold not I pronounce ' Amm V 
I hod most need of bleaiing, and ' Amen' 
Stuck in my throat. 

Ladg Macbeth. Tfaete deeds must not be thought 
After thpsD nays ; aa, it will make us mad. 

Macietk, Methought I heard a Toioe cry, ' Sleep no iiiat«>''l' 
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Uacbeth doa» murder iteep,' the innocent aleep, 
Bleep tliBt laita up the nielled (leare of care, 
The death of each daj'a life, lore labour's bath, 
Balm of huit mindi, great nature'i lecood course. 
Chief nouriaher in life's featt. 

Ladg Macbeth. What do you mean ? 

MacbeCA. StUl it cried, ' Sleep no more !' to all the lioiue : 
' Glomis hath murdered sleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall Bleep no more ; Macbeth shall sleep no more !' 

Xinty Macbeth, Who was it that thu* cried f Wh;, worthy 

You do onbend ;our noble strength, to think 
So hrainaicUy of things. Qo, get some water. 
And wash this filthj witness from jour hand. 
Whj did jou bring these daggers from the place ? 
Thej must lie there : go, carry them ; and smear 
The ileepj grooms witli blood. 

Maebttk. I'U go no more : 

I am afraid to think what I bate done i 
Look on 't a^^in, I dare not. 

Lady Macbeth. Infirm of purpose ! 

Giro me the dagger* : the aleepiog and the dead. 
Are but as pictures : 'tis the eye of childhood 
That fear* a painted doTil. If he do bleed, 
I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal ; 
Tar it must seem their guilt. {^Exit. Knocking vUhin. 

Macbeth. Whence is that knocking P 

How is 't with me, when every noise appals me ? 
What bands are here? Ha! they pluck ont mine eyes, 
Wfll aU great Ifeptune'i ocean wash this blood 
dean &om my hand ? No, this raj hand will rather 
The moltitadiDoiu seas incarnadine, 
Ualdiig til* green one red. 

Ea-tfOer Lady Micbbih. 

Laig JtbeAett. Hy handi are of yoni coliraT '. \iMt \ t'bKne 




60 POSTS WAII. 

To irear s heart mi white. \KKOclnng DiMin.] I hMr & knooking 

At the MlDth entry : r«tire we to our chamber : 

A little water clears ue of thie deed : 

Eao auj i« it, then 1 Your oonaiaDC7 

Hath lell you unattended. \Ktnxkng wUAJn.] Hark ! more 

Oct on joar nigbt-gown, leat ooctuioa oU ui. 
And abow us to be watcben. Be not loit 
So poorly in your thought*. 
JfoeigfA. To know mj deed, ' twere boat not know mywlf. 
[f iiociUi^ KUlan. 
Wake Duuran with thy knocking ! I would thou oouldit ! 

W. Sltahtrpattrt. 



IL PENSEROSO. 

Hbhdb, Tain deluding joyi, 
The brood of Folly without father bred ! 
How little yon bested, 

Or Bll the Slid mind with all your toys ! 
Dwell in Hime idle bntin, 

And fancies fond witL gaudy ihiipcs posiciu, 
A* thick and numberloss 
As the gay mutes that people the sunbeams ; 
Or likeat hOTering dresms, 
The Gckle penaionors of Morpheus' train. 
But bail, thou godduas sage and holy. 
Hail, difineet MeUocholy < 
Wiioae saintly Tinge is too bright 
To bit the sense of human sight. 
And therefore to our linker »iew 
O'crlaid with blftok, staid wisdom's hue j 
Bl*ck, but such ai in Mteem 
Prince Uemnon's sister might bMcem, 
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Or that starred Ethiop queen that stroTe 

To set her beauty's praise above 

The sea-nymphs, and their powers offended : 

Yet thou art higher far descended ; 

Thee bright-haired Testa, long of yore, 

To solitary Saturn bore ; 

His daughter she ; in Saturn's reign 

Such mixture was not held a stain : 

Oft in glimmering bowers and glades 

He met her, and in secret shades 

Of woody Ida's inmost grove, 

Whilst yet there was no fear of Joye. 

Come, pensiye nun, deyout and pure, 
Sober, stead&st, and demure, 
All in a robe of darkest grain, 
Flowing with majestic train, 
And sable stole of cypress lawn, 
Oyer thy decent shoulders drawn. 
Come, but keep thy wonted state, 
With eyen step, and musing gait } 
And looks commercing with the skies, 
Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes : 
There, held in holy passion still, 
Forget thyself to marble, till 
With a sad leaden downward cast 
Thou fix them on the earth as fast ; 
And join with thee calm Peace, and Quiet, 
Spare Fast, that oft with gods doth diet. 
And hears the Muses in a ring 
Aye round about Joye's altar sing : 
Aiid add to these retired Leisure, 
That in trim gardens takes his pleasure. 
But first, and chiefest, with thee bring. 
Him that yon soars on golden wing. 



^% 




rOSTS WJLK. 

Guiding the (1 017- wheeled throno. 

The cherub CcmlempUtion ; 

And the mute Silence hitt along, 

'IieBi Philomel will deign a song, 

In her aweetcbt MiddNt plight, 

Smoothing the rugged brow of night. 

While CjDthia checki her dragon ;oko, 

Gentlj o'er the eoouatomed oak : 

Street bird, that abunn'at the noise of foil;. 

Most muaical, moil moUncholjl 

Thee, cliHntreai, oFt the voode among 

I woo, to hear tbj eren-Mmg ; 

And, misaing thee, I walk unaeen 

Od the dr; smooth-ahaTon green, 

To behold the wand' ring moon. 

Biding near her higboat noon, 

Lilie one that hai been led oatrsj 

Through the heaven'* wide pathlesa way ; 

And oft, ae if her head ahe bowed. 

Stooping through a fleec; oloud. 

Oil, on a plat of riling ground, 
I hoar the tar-off curfew eoond, 
Orer aome wide watered ahore. 
Swinging alow with eullen Toar : 
Or, if the air will not permit, 
Somo itill rcmorfid place will St, 
Where glowing embers through the room 
Tckch light to counterfeit a gloom ; 
Far troia all reaort of mirth, 
BitTO the cricket on the liearth. 
Or the bellman'a drowij charm. 
To bleaa the door* from nightljharm. 

Or let mf lamp, at midnight hour. 
Be aeen in mum high lonelj tower, 




BOOZ TEX riBsr. 

Wbere I omj oft oatmlch the Bwr, 
With thrice-great Hermea, or uii«phers 
Tha ipirit of Plato, to unfold 
What worlda or what Tast regioDi hold 
The immortal mind that hath fbnook 
Her maiuioii in this fleehlj nook : 
And of thoM demon* that are foond 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 
Whoes power hath a true conrcnt 
With planet or with element. 
Sometime let gorgeoiu tragedy 
In aceptred pall come iweeping by, 
Preaenting Thebes, or Pelopi' line. 
Or the tale of Troy dirine ; 
Or what (though rare) of later age 
Bnnobled hath the buskined atage. 

But, O aaJ Tirgin, that thy poirer 
Might raiae Muatoiu from hia boirer ! 
Or bid the aoul of Orpheua ting 
Bach notea aa, warbled to the atring. 
Drew iron tean down Pluto's cheek. 
And made bsU f^rant what love did aaek : 
Or call up him that left half told 
The atory of Cambuaran bold. 
Of Camball, aud of Algaraife, 
And who bad Cauace to wife. 
That owned the rirtuous ring and glass ; 
And of the wondrous horse of brass. 
On which tha Tartar king did ride : 
And if aught else great barda beaido 
In sage and aolemn tunea hare aung, 
Of tumeya and of trophiee hung, 
Of ibresta, and enohantmenl* diear. 
Where more ia meuit than meet* the e«r. 




porrs WALK. 

Thna, night, oft Me me in thj pale oareei 
Till dril-iaited moni ftppew. 
Not tricked nai frounoed u *he ni wod( 
With Ow Attic bof to hant. 
But kerohieft in a oomet; cloml, 
While rooking winds are piping load. 
Or n>h«red with a ahoireT still, 
Wlien the gnat hath blown bi* AH, 
Ending on the nutling Invrn, 
With minute drop* from off the eaTM. 
And, when the lun begin* to fling 
Hi* flaring beams, me, goddess, bring 
To arohed walks of twilight groTes, 
And shadows brown, that Sjlran lore*, 
Of pine, or monumental oak, 
Where the rude aie, with hMred stroke. 
Was nerer heard the npnphs to daunt, 
Or &ight them from their hsUowed haunt. 
There in close ooTCrt bj some brook. 
Where no profaner eye maj look, 
Hide Die from daj's garish eje, 
While the bee with bone;ed thigh, 
That at her flower; work doth sing. 
And the waters mnrmuring, 
With suob oonoert ■* the; keep, 
Entioe tha dewj-feathered sleep j 
And let some strange mjaterious dream 
Ware at hi* wings in air; stream 
Of liTalj portraiture displayed, 
Softly on mj eyelids laid. 
And, as I wake, sweet musio breathe 
Abore, about, or ondemeath, 
Sent bj some spirit to moitalt good. 
Or the nnieen genius of the wood. 
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But let my due feet nerer £ul 
To walk the studious cloister's pale, 
And lore the high-embowM roof, 
With antique pillars massy proo^ 
And storied windows richly dight, 
Casting a dim rehgious light : 
There let the pealing organ blow, 
To the full-Toiced quire below, 
In service high and antiiems clear, 
As may with sweetness, through mine ear, 
Dissolye me into extasies. 
And bring all hearen before mine eyes. 

And may at last my weary age 
Find out the peaceful hermitage. 
The hairy gown and mossy cell. 
Where I may sit and rightly spell 
Of eyery star that heayen doth show. 
And eyery herb that sips the dew ; 
Till old experience do attain 
To something like prophetic strain. 

These pleasures. Melancholy, giye. 
And I with thee will choose to liye. 

J, Milton, 



THE WIFE OF USHER'S WELU 

{Old Ballad,) 

Thbbb liyed a wife at Usher's Well, 
And a wealthy wife was she j 

She had three stout and stalwart sons^ 
And sent them o'er the sea. 




fosrs wjLx. 

Thej tudnK b«eD & week from her, 

A week bat bturel; bob, 
When word come to Ihe carline wife. 

That her three aoiiB were gene. 

Thej hsdna been e week from her, 

A week but baretj three, 
When word eame to toe carline wife. 

That her aona >}ie'd nerer eoe. 

' I wiah the wiod maj never cease, 

' Bor fith be in the flood, 
' Till mj three aona oome homo to me, 

' In earthly Besh end blood !' 

It feU abont the Martinmai, 

When nights aro Isag and mirk. 

The carline wife's thr^e sods came home. 
And their hats were o' the birk. 

It neither grew in djke norditoh, 

Ifor jet in anj sheugh ; 
But St the gates o' Paradise, 

That birk grew fair enengb. 

' filo« op the Ore, mj maidens ! 

' Bring trator from the well '. 
' For a' m; house shall feast this night, 

' Since mj throe iioos are well.' 

And ihe has made to them a bed, 
it largo and wide ; 
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Up thcD arev the red red cock, 
And np and crew the gray ; 

The eldest to the jouDgMt wid, 
' 'TU time we were away,' 

The oock he hodns orawod bat once. 
And clapped hia wingi at ft'. 

When the joungeat to the oldett nid, 
' Brother, we mnit awa. 

' The oock doth craw, the day doth daw 
' The ebannenn' worm doth ohide i 

' 'Oin we be mist out o' our plaoe 
'A lair pain we mann bide.' 

' Fare ye well, my mother dear ] 
' Farewell to bam and byr« I 

' And fare ye well, the bonny late, 
■That kbdle« my mother'* Bre !' 



SIR PATRICK SPENS. 
(OU BaUad.) 

tat king titi in Dumfermline town. 
Drinking the blude-red wine ; 

' O whare will I get a ikealy skipper, 
' To tail thi* new abip of miiw V 




eotrs wdtx. 

O np and spskn an eldem knight, 
B«t at thB king'a right kne«, — 

' Sir Patrick Bpeiis ii the bmt wilor, 
' That erer laUed Uie wa I' 

Onr king ba« written a braid latter, 
And (taled it vilh bis hand i 

And nnt it to Sit Fatriok Spens, 
Waa walking on Uie atrand. 

' to KOTDWaj, to NOTOWBJ, 

' To NoTDwaj o'er the (ax/iD ; 
' The king's daughter of Nurotraj, 

* "Tia thou maon bring her hame.' 

The flrst word that Sir Patrick read, 

Sae loud load laughed he ; 

The neiat woni that Sir Fatriok read. 

The tear blinded hia e'e. 

' wba it this has done thii deed, 
' And bkold the king o' me, 

' To send us oat, at this time of ^ear, 
' To sail npon the sea V 

* Be it wind, be it weet, be it hail, be it 
' Our ship must sail the faiem ; 

' The king*! daughter of Horoway, 
' 'Tis we must fetoh her hams.' 



' Hake ready, make ready, my menymen a' ! 
' Oar gade ship sail* the mom I' 
' Ifow erar aUek, my master dear, 
■ I faar a deadly itoniil 




SOIXTHMnMST. 



Thej hadnm taHad ± laagne, a leagas, 

A league bnt barel; three. 
When tbe lift grew dark, and the wind bl«w k 

And gnrlj grew the lea. 

O lailh, Isith, were onr gnde Seota lorda 
To wet their oork-heelad «hoon ; 

Bill long ot a' the play waa plajed, 
Thej wat their hot* aboon. 

lang, lang ma; their lad jea «it 

Wi' their fiuia int« their hand, 
Bdbre tbej ne Sir Pabick Spent 

Come niling to the itiand I 

And lang, lang maj the maidani tit, 
Wi' their goud kaimi in their hair, 

AwstttDg for their ain dear loTet, 
For them thtj'H lee na mair. 

Half o'er, half o'er to Aberdoor, 

Tit fl% bthom deep : 
And tiiere Uet gude Sir Patrick Bpeni, 

Wi' th» Boot* lord* at hi* feet. 




fOWa WJLK. 



FORESTER'S SONG. 



Unto thenreet bird'* throat, 
Oome hither, coma hither, came hither ; 

Here ihall he eee 

So enemj 
Bat winter and raagh weather. 

Who doth ombitioD ehnn 
And lores to lire i' the lun. 
Seeking the food he eal* 
And pleased with what he gets, 
Come hither, come hither, oome hither ; 
Here aball be see 



A CRY OF HOUNDS. 
{A Mdimmmer Ifight't Dream.) 
This bug — U if foliti . 
Thttau. Oo, one of jou, find out the foreeter ; 
For DOW our ubeemtioa it perTonned ; 
And rinoe we hare the Tawatd of the dej, 
Kj lote sball bear the miuio of m j hoondi. 
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Unoouple in the wettem Tslley ; let them go : 

Dispfttoh, I saj, and find the forester. [E9U mm mhmtdmmi. 

We will, &ir qaeen, up to the mountain's top 

And mark the musioal confusion 

Of hounds and echo in coxy unction. 

Sippolyta, I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 
When in a wood of Crete they hajed the bear 
With hounds of Sparta : neyer did I hear 
Such gallant chiding ; for, besides the groyes, 
The skies, the fountains, eyerj region near 
Seemed all one mutual cry : I neyer heard 
80 musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

TheteuM. M j hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So flewed, so sanded, and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 
Crook-kneed, and dew-lapped like Thessalian bulls ; 
Slow in pursuit, but matched in mouth like beUs, 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was neyer hoUa'd to, nor cheered with horn. 
In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly ; 
Judge, when you hear. 

W, Shaketpeare. 



THE HORSE. 

( Vemu and Adonu,) 

Look, when a painter would surpass the life, 
In limning out a well-proportioned steed, 
His art with nature's workmanship at strife. 
As if the dead the liying should exceed ; 
So did this hone excel a common one 
In shape, in ooiinge, colour, p«oe ind VMnoA. 
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Bound-hoofed, short-joined, feilooks shAg and long. 
Broad breast, fiill eje, small head, and nostril wide, 
High orest, short ears, straight legs and passing strong, 
Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide : 
Look, what a horse should haye he did not lack, 
Sare a proud rider oo so proud a back. 

W, 8hakupear0, 



THE GARDEN OF ADONIS. 

(Faer^ Queen.) 

Thbbb is continual spring, and harrest there 
Continual, both meeting at one time : 
For both the boughs do laughing blossoms bear, 
And with fresh colours deck the wanton prime, 
And eke at once the heavy trees thej climb, 
Which seem to labour under their fruits load : 
The whiles the joyous birds make their pastime 
Amongst the shady leaves their sweet abode, 
And their true lores without suspicion tell abroad. 

Bight in the middest of that Paradise 

There stood a stately mount, on whose round top 

A gloomy grove of myrtle trees did rise. 

Whose shady boughs sharp steel did never lop, 

Nor wicked beasts their tender buds did crop. 

But like a garland compass^ the height, 

And from their fruitful sides sweet gum did drop, 

That all the ground, with precious dew bedight. 

Threw forth mott dainty odoun and most sweet delight. 
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And in tb* thiokait eoTSrt of th&t ihade 

There km ■ pleaunt ftrbonr, not b; &rt 

But of tlie trsea' ova inclmstion made, 

Which kuiUmg their rank branchea, part to put, 

With mnton iTj-twine eotniled athwut. 

And sglantjne and caprifole unoiig, 

HWiiaiMd above within Aeir inmoat pait, 

Th»t neither Phcebiu' beams oould through them throng 

Nor Eoliu' iharp blast could work tbem »xij mong. 

And all about greir ererj sort of flower, 

To which sad lorers were tnuufonned of joM) 

Fmh H^ocinChUB, Phcebu*' panuaour 

And deareat loie ; 

Fooliih Narciaae, that likea the waterj ahoie ) 

Sad Amaranthui, made a flower but late. 

Bad Amsranthua, in whoae purple gore 

Ueeeema I aee Amintaa' wretched fate, 

To whom iweet poet'a xerae hath given endleet date. 



L'ALLEGRO. 

HzMOB, loathed Uelaneholj, 
Of Cerberua and blackeat midnight bom. 
In Stjgiao CBTe fortom, 

'Monget horrid ahape*, and ahrieka, and aighta unholj I 
Piod out aome nnoouth cell. 

Where brooding Darkneea apreada hii jealoua winga. 
And the night-niTen unga ; 

There under ebon ahadee, and low-browed roeki, 
Aa ragged ai thj locka, 

la daA Oimmatian deaert erar dwell. 




FOErS WALK. 

But come, thou goddeu fair tad free, 
Iq heaven jclep'd Euphroayne, 
Aud by men, heert-euing Mirth ; 
Whom lovelj Vautu, at a birth, 
Wilh t-o eiater Oracea more, 
To irj-crownfed Bacchus bore ; 
Or whether (a« BOme Bsger Biag) 
The frolie wind that breathes the (priiig. 
Zephyr, with Aurora playuig, 
Aa he met her onco a-Majing ; 
There on beda of riolete blue. 
And fresh-blown rosea washed in dew. 
Filled her with thee a daughter foir. 
So buiom, blithe, and debonair- 

Haate thee, njmpb, and bring with thee 
Jest, and youthful jollity, 
Quips, and cranks, and wanton wiles, 
Ifoda, and becks, and wreathM smiles, 
Such Bihantf on Echo's cheek, 
And lore to lire in dimple sleek : 
Sport that wrinkled Care derides, 
And Laughter holding both his sides. 
Come, and trip it as joii go. 
On tho light fantastic toe ; 
And in thy right hand lead with thee 
The mountain nymph, sweet Liberty ; 
And, if I giTetheo honour due. 
Mirth, .admit me of thy crew, 
To liTo with her, and lire with thee, 
Id unreproTM pleasures free \ 
To hear the lark begin his flight. 
And singing startle the dull night. 
From his watch-tower in the skies. 
Till the dappled dawn doth rise \ 
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Then to MmB, in ipite of •oirow. 
And at mj window bid good-monov, 
Through tbo nreet briar, or th« Tioe : 
Or tha twiitad egLsntinei 
While the cock, with tiTolr din. 
Scatter* the rear of darknew thin. 
And to tha alaok, or the bun-door, 
Btoatlj itruta hii damw bafore i 
Oft liataniog bow the hoandi and horn 
Cheerlj roiue the •lombering morn, 
From the (ide of tome hoar hill. 
Through the high wood echoing ihrill. 

Bometime walking, not aaHm, 
By bedga-row elnu, on hillock g^f"^ 
Bight againat the eaitem gate. 
Where the great taa begins his itate, 
Bobed in flsmei and ambor light. 
The clouds in thousand liTsrie* digfat ; 
While the ploughman, near at hand. 
Whistles o'er the furrowed land. 
And the milkmaid aingeth blithe. 
And the mower whels his scjthe. 
And eTerj shepherd tolls his tale. 
Under Iha hawthorn in the dale. 

Straight mine «ye hath caught new plei 
While the landscape round it measures ; 
Basset lawns, and fallows grej, 
Where the nibbling Socks do straj ) 
Hountaius, on whoee barren breast 
The labouring elouds do oftan rest ; 
Meadows trim, with daisiea pied. 
Shallow brooks, and rirers wide ; 
Towen and battlements it see* 
BoMUMd high in tnfted tnea, 



fosrs rjLT. 

When perhnp* tonio baaatj liei, 
Tha ojnoBim of uoighbouring ejM. 

Hud b;, a eotUge ohimnej' tmokaa 
From bctwiit tvro &ged oaki, 
W1i«re CorrdoD and Tbjni* mM, 
Are at their nTOory dinnor set 
Of herba, and oiLer oounlry menef, 
Wliich the Dost-handed Fhillu dreuaa : 
And then in haito lior bower ihe leSTM, 
Wilb ThratjUa to bind the sbearea ; 
Or, if the eulier season load, 
To tbe tanned bajeock in the mead. 

Sometime* -with lecure delight 
The upland hamlets will iDTite, 
When the merry birdi ring round. 
And the jocund rebocks eound 
To manj a youth and manj a maid, 
Dandng in Ifae ohrquenid shade. 
And young and old come forth to play 
On a lunthine holy-day, 
Till tbe liTB long dny-light fail : 
Then to tbe spicy nut-brown sic. 
With stories told of many ■ feat. 
How faery Mab tho junkets eat ; 
She irae pinched, and pulled, she eaid] 
And be, by friar's lunltm led, 
Tolli how the drudging goblin sweat 
To earn his cream- bowl duly set, 
When in one night, ere glimpse of mom, 
His shadowy flail listh threshed tbe com. 
That ten day-labourers could not end ; 
Then lies him down tbe lubber flend, 
And, stretched out all the obinmay'* length, 
Btiki at the Ere bis hairy atrenglli t 




And «rop-fnll oat of dooi* ha flio^ 
Ere the flnt sock hi* nultiii ringi. 
Thm dona the talos, to bad the; cteap, 
Bj irhupering windi toon lolled aalaep. 

Towered oitiei plenM ua than, 
And the biu; ham of men, 
Whore thnmgi of knigliti and buoni bcdd, 
In weedj of pewe, high triuinpha hold, 
With ftore of ladiea, wboae bright eye* 
Bain influence, and judge the prize 
Of wit or amu, while both contend 
To win her gimoe, whom all commend. 
Tfaera let Ejmen oft appear 
In nfflron robe, with taper clear, 
And pomp, and feut, and rerelrj', 
With maak and antique pageantrf ; 
Such (ighta ai jouthful poeta dream 
On aununer area bj haimted atraam. 
Then to the w«ll-trod stage anon. 
If Jotuod'r learned lock be on, 
Or (wBFteat Shakecpeare, Faucy'i child. 
Warble hit natire wood -notes wild. 

And erer, against eating carea. 
Lap me in (oCl Lydian ain, 
Manied to immortal vsrae ; 
Suoh aa the meeting aoul may pierce. 
In note* with many a winding bout 
Of linkU awcetneM long drawn out. 
With wanton heed and giddj cunning ; 
The melting toim through maiea running, 
Uotwiating all the ohaini that tie 
Tht hidden loul of harmonj ; 
That Orpheua' aelf may heare hii head 
Vrau golden ilnmber on a bed 
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Of hnped BlTiim floiran, and hear 
Such >tnui]i u nould hkre won tha eu 
Of Pluto, to h>Te quite Mt free 
Hu faalf-regiuiied Eurjdioe. 

Tbew dsligbta if tboa oanat giTB, 
Hirth, with thoa I mean to lir«. 



MAY-DAY. 

Obt up, get up for ahsnie '. the blooming mom 
Upon her vinga preaecta the god anahoro. 
See liow Aurora throwa her &Ir 
Freih-quilted ooloun tbrough the aii i 
Oetup, aweet-alug-a-bed, and ae« 
I'he dev bcspnugling herb and tree. 
Each floirer bas nept, and bowed toward the Mf 
Above an hour aince ; yet jon not drett, 
Hbj! not 80 much a. out of bed P 
When all the birda have nutina aaid. 
And aung their thanhful hymna : 'tia tin, 
Naj, pniliDatioo, to keep in, — 
Whenaa a thouaand Tirgiua on thia day, 
Spring, sooner than the lark, to fetch in Uaj. 

BiM I and put on your foliage, and be aeen 

To come forth, like the Spring-time, &«ah and g 

And aweet u Flcna. Take no oare 

For jewelafot jour gown, or hair: 

?ear not i the lotTW will itivw 

Gbm) in abnndaoM npon 70B i 
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Bwidai, ti)e cfailiDiood of the daj faai kq>t, 
Agamit joa same, (ome orient pesrii unwept i 

Oome, kod reooiTe them while the liglit 

Hkop on the dew-locki of tha night: 

And Tittm on the eut«m hiU 

Batirea hinuelf, or eUa riAnd* itill 
Till Jon come forth. Waah, draM, be brief in prajing : 
Few baadi are beit, when once we go a Uajing. 

Come, Jaj Corinn*, coma ; and ooming, mark 
How each Held tunu a itreet ; eaoh atreet a park 

Made green, aad trimmed with treea : Ma how 

DsTotion girea each houae a bough 

Or bnmch ; tmo\ porch, eauh door, are thia, - 

An ark, a tabeniBclfl ii 
Made up of white-thorn ueatlj interwove ; 
Aa if here were those cooler ahadoi of lore. 

Can inch delighta be in the atreot, 

And open flrld*, and we not aeo't ? 

Coma, we'll abnmd : and let'* obaj 

The proclamation made for Maj ; 
And ain no more, aa we have done, bj atajiog ; 
But, m; Corinna, Oome, let'* go a Majing. 

There*! not a bndding bo;, or girl, this daj. 
But ii got up, and gone to bring in Maj. 

A deal of jouth, ere this, ia come 

Back, and with white-thorn laden home. 

Some haTa diapatohed llieir cskea and cream. 

Before that we hare left to dream : 
And aome hare wept, and woo'd, and plighted troth. 
And choae their prieat, era we ean caat off iloth : 

Man; a green-gown hai been giren ; 

Man J a Uaa, both odd and eian t 
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Uuij a glnnce, too, hu been Mmt 
From out the eyo, lora'i fiTiDBment : 

Mntij ftjMt told of the keja betnj^g 

This night, uid lock* picked : — jet we're not ft M»7iiig. 

— CoiDB, Ist 111 f;o, while wo Km in our piimai 
And tnko tlis bannleu foil; of the time 1 

We aliall grow old space, and die 

Before we koow our libertj. 

Our life a abort ; and our daj^ run 

A* fiut awaj aa doei the >un : — 
And aa a vapour, or a drop of rain 
Once lost, can ne'er be found again : 

So when or jou or I are nude 

A bble, BOng, or fleeting shade : 

AU lore, all likioe, aU delight 

Lies drowned with ui in eadlen night. 
— Then while time lerrei, aad we are but decaying. 
Come, m; Coriima ! come, let'a go a Uajing. 

a. Strriek. 



THE SHEARING-FEAST. 

{A WiHler't Tal».) 

Flokizki. — POLtiBNBa — Cimiwi— S h BfuBiiih— Fdsiti. 

Shepherd. Fie, daughter ! when my old wife lived, tip<m 
Thin day ahe waa both panller, butler, cook. 
Both dame and acmnt ; weloomod all, eened all : 
Would aing her aong and danoe bar turn ■, now heN, 
At npper end o' the table, now i' the middle ; 
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*a hii iliODldar, anil hii; her fiux o' Bra 

Pith bboor and the thing she took to queneh it, 

he would to «sch one aip. You are ratind, 

J if you wore & fawted odo and not 
ts ho«t«s> of the meeting : pray joti, bid 
'hsM unkuom frieudi to a welcome ; for it il 
k waj to make u> better frienda, more known. 
!ome, quench your bluihea and preeent jonnelf 
liat which yon are, mistreie o' the feait : come on, 
Lnd bid us welcome to yoor iheep-Bhearing, 
Li yonr good flock ehall prosper. 

Perdila. [To Poltxeim.'] Sir, welcome : 

t i* my Ikther's will I should take on me 
lie borteas-ship o' the day. [_To Camilto.'] Tou'ce welcome, 

jKto me those Bowers there, Dorcas. Bererend sin, 
for you there's rosemaiy and rue ; these keep 
Jeetniiig and savour all the winter long : 
3race and remembrance be to you both, 
&nd welcome to our shearing I 

Polisentt. Shepherdess, — 

&. bir one are you — well you St our ages 
With flowen of winter. 

Ferdila. Sir, the year growing ancient, 

Not yet on snmnter's death, nor on the birth 
Ot trembling winter, the fairest flonera o' the seosoD 
kie our eamations, and streaked gillyvors. 
Which some call nature's bastards ; of that kind 
Our rustic garden's barren { and 1 care not 
To get slips of them. 

Polir»Ktt. Wherefore, gentle maiden, 

Do yon neglect them ? 

Ftrdila. For I bBTe heard it Baid 

There i« an art which in their piedaeis shares 
Witb great creating nature. 
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iWteiMj. Sbj thare ba ; 

TM natoN i» made better b; no mean 

But iMtiiTe nukM that mean : *o, over tlist ait 

Wbich jon m; adds to nature, is an ait 

Hiat nature makes. Tou sec, iweBt maid, ire marrj 

A gentler aoion to the nildest atock, 

And make aonoeiTe a bark of buer kind 

Bj bod of nobler laco ; this is an art 

Wbieh doee mend natnrt, change it rather ; but 

Tbe art itaelf ii nature. 
Pardita. So it ii. 

FoUxnet. Then make your garden rich in p&jfctn. 

And do not call them battarda, 

Pirdita. I'll not put 

The dibble in e«rth to get one alip of tbem ; 

Ifo more tlian were I painted I would niih 

This fouth should u; 'twere well and onlj therefore 

Desire to breed b; me. Here's flowers for jou i 

Hot lavender, mints, esTorj, marjoram ; 
The marijpld, that goes to bed with the sun. 
And with him rises weeping : these are flowers 

Of middle eummer, and. I think they are given 
To men of middle ago. You're ver; welcome. 

Camilla. 1 should leave grazing, were I of your flook. 
And only live by gazing. 

Perdila. Out, alas! 

Tou'ld be so lean, that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through. Now,iiiyfittr'stfri 
I would I had some flowers o' the spring that might 
Become your time of daj ; and yours, and youn. 
That wear upon your virgin bmncheB yet 
Tour maidenheads growing ; O Proserpina, 
For tbe flowers now. that, frighted thou let'st fall 
From Dis's waggon I daflbdils, 
That come before the swallow dare), and take 
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The -wi&di of Ifunh wilh bnutj ; noletj din, 
But aweeUr tlum the lidi of Juoo'f tjM 
Or CTtheraa'i breath ; psJ« primrMBa, 
That die nnmamed, era the; can behold 
Bright Pbabui in his atrangth — a maladj 
Host inddent to maidi ; bold oilips, and 
The crown impeiial ; liliea of aU kindj, 
The flover-do-luce being one I O, theu I lack, 
To make ^u garlauds of j and 1117 iweet &7end. 
To (trew bin o'er and o'er ! 

Florizel. What, like a «)»• f 

Pardita. No, like a bank for lore to lie and plaj on 1 
Not like a corse ; or if, not to be buried, 
But quick and in mine arm*. Come, take jour Soven 1 
Urthinki I play aa I have seen Ibem do 
In WhiUun paatorala : eure this robe of mine 
Doth change mj diapoeition. 

Florizil. What jou do 

Still better* what ii done. When jou apeak, aweet, 
I'ld have JOU do it ever : when jou ting, 
I'ld hare jou buj and ^ell ao, so give alnu, 
Praj ao ; and, for the ordering jour affwia, 
To aing them too : wheo jou do dance, I viih joa 
A. ware o' the sea, that jou might ever do 
Notbuig but that ; move atill, still ao, 
And own no other function : each jour doing, 
So singular in each particular. 
Crowns what jou are doing in the prewnt deed. 
That all jour act* are qneeoa. 

Perdila. O Dorides, 

Your praiaas are too large : but that jour joutb, 
And the true blood which peepeth foirlj through 't, 
Do plainlj give jou out au unstained ahepheid. 
With wisdom I might fear, mj Doriola*, 
Tou wooed me the false waj. 
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Floritel. I think yon hliT« 

A* litUa skill to (box, a» I have purpoae 
To put 70U to 't. But, Pome 1 our dunce, I pmy ; 
Tour htnA, my FerdiU ; ■□ turtlea pair. 
That aerei mean to part. 

Ftrdit/i. ni rrear for ■em. 

Polii£e»et. This is the pretttMt low.bom bui thftt ei 
Ban on the green-sword : nothing she does or Meina 
But amacka of something greater tlinn herself. 
Too noble for this pUce, 

Camilla. lie tells her lomething, 

That makes her blood look out : good sooth, she is 
The queen of curds and cream. 

W. SAakaipeart. 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

80 now is oome our joyfulrt feast i 

Let every man be jolly, 
Each room with ivy leaves is drest 

And every post with holly. 
Though some churls at our mirth repiue, 
Bomid your foreheads garlands twins, 
Drown sorrow in a cup of wine. 

And let us all he merry. 

Now every lad is wondrous trim. 
And no man minds his labour j 

Our liMse have provided (bem 
A bag-pipe and a tabor. 
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Young men and maids and girk and boje 
GKye life to one another's jojs. 
And jon anon shall hj their noise 
Peroeire that thej are merry. 

Bank misers now do sparing shun, 

Their hall of music soundeth ; 
And dogs thence with whole shoulders run, 

So all things here aboundeth. 
The country folk themselyes adranoe, 
For Orowdy-mutton's come out of France, 
And Jack shall pipe, and Jill shall dance, 

And all the town he meiry. 



Ned Swash hath fetched his hands firom pawn, 

And all his best apparel ; 
Brisk Nell hath bought a ruff of lawn 

With droppings of the barrel. 
And those that hardly all the year 
Had bread to eat or rags to wear, 
Will hare both clothes and dainty fiire 

And all the day be merry. 



The wenches with their wassail*bowls 
About the street are singing. 

The boys are come to catch the owls. 
The wild-mare in is bringing. 

Our kitohen-boy hath broke his box, 

And to the defying of the ox 

Onr honest neighbours come by flocks, 
And here they will be merry. 
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Then nherafoTB in theu merry d»j» 

Bbould we I prsj be dnllsr P 
No lot ii» sing our roundelays 

To make our mirth Ihe fuller : 
And irhiletl Ibua Inspired we sing 
Iiot sU the atraeta with echoea ring : 
Woodi, and hilli, and eierythiiig 

Bear nitneu we are merry. 

O. Witim 



{Lov^t ZofoMr'f Loil.) 

WbcK icicle* hang hy the wall, 
And Dick the shepherd blowi hie nail. 

And Tom benrs loga into the hall, 
And milk oomea frozen home in pail. 

When blood is nipped and wajs be fool. 

Then nightlj siDga the ataring owL 
Tu-whit ! 

Tu-who, a merry note. 

While greasj Joan doth keel the pot 

When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And oougbing drowns the pareon'i mw, 

And birda ait brooding in the snow. 
And Mamn'a noee looks red and »w, 

When roaeted crab* hiss in the bowl. 

Then nightlj singe the staring owl. 
Tu-whit s 

Ta-who, a merry note, 

While peM j Joan doth keel toe pot 

W. ahatnptar*. 
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SUNRISE. 

(Faefy Queen,) 

Bt tliiB the northern waggoner had set 
Hb serenfold team behind the steadfast star 
That was in ocean wares yet nerer wet. 
But 6rm is fixt, and sendeth light from fiw 
To all that in the wide deep wandering are ; 
And cheerful chanticleer with his note shrill 
Hath wamM once, that Phcsbos' fiery car 
In haste was climbing up the eastern hill, 
Full enrious that Night so long his room did fllL 

a, Speneer, 



MORNING SONG OP THE PRIEST OF PAN 

(The Faithjkl Shepherdete,) 

ShxphzbdBi rise, and shake off slaq> I 
See the blushing mom doth peep 
Through the windows, while the mm 
To the mountain-tops is run, 
Gilding all the Tales below 
With his rising flamee which grow 
Greater bj his oiimbing stilL 
Up, ye laij grooms, and fill 
Bag and bottle for the fieldl 
COafp yoarclodb Ug^ iMUbayyiild 
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To the bitter north-east wind. 
Call the maidens up, and find 
Who lay longest, that she maj 
Qto without a friend all day ; 
Then reward your dogs, aud pray 
Pan to keep you from decay : 
So unfold, and then away 1 

(7. Fletcher. 



EVENING SONG OF THE PRIEST OF PAN. 

(The Same,) 

Shkfhxbds all, and maidens £ur, 
Fold your flocks up, for the air 
'Gins to thicken, and the sun 
Already his great course hath run. 
See the dew-drops how they kiss 
Eyery little flower that is ; 
Hanging on their relvet heads, 
like a rope of crystal beads, 
See the heayy clouds low fiedling, 
And bright Hesperus down calling 
The dead Night from underground ; 
At whose rising mists unsound. 
Damps and Tapours fly apace, 
Horering o'er the wanton faoe 
Of these pastures, where they oome, 
Strikinig dead both bud and bloom : 
ThewSam, £rom such danger look 
BroiTOiia hia lawhd^ flook $ 
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And Ist joat dogt lie looee without, 
IiMt tha volf coma u s scout 
IWon llie mountain, uid, ere dsj, 
Beorft lamb or kid away ) 
Or the craftj tliieTiih foi 
Break upon ;aur simple flocka. 
To Motire jotmelTsa from theea. 
Be not too wonre in eaae ; 
Let one eye hii tratchea keep. 
While the other eye doth aleop t 
80 shall you good shepherds prore. 
And for orer have the lo»e 
Of OUT great god. Sweetest alumbers. 
And soft silence full in numbers 
On jour eje-lidsl So, farewell! 
Thus I end my OTeniug'a kneU. 



THE STUDIOUS LIFE. 

Ai.u[ what boots it with io c e ss ant oare 
To tend the homely, slighted, shepherd' ■ trade. 
And strictly medilate the thanUeag Muse F 
Were it not better done, aa othsrs use. 
To sport with Amaryllis in the shade. 
Or with the tangles of Neara's hair t 
Fame if Iha spur that the clear spirit doth laiie 
(That last inflnnity of noble minds) 
To Mom delights and lira Uboriim* day* 1 
But tha &« gMcdoo vbmi wa hop* to flad, 
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And think to bnnt out into mddeQ blua. 

Cornea the blind Fuf; with the abboired iIuMM, 

And alita the thin-apun life, ' But not the ptMM),' 

Phabui replied, and touched mj trambUng aan ) 

■ Fuae u no plant that growi on mortal toil. 

Nor in the glittering foil 

Bet off to tlie world, nor iu broad mmoor lies ■ 

Sut live* and apreadi aloft bj thoae pm* fyes, 

And perfect witnea* of all-judging Jorei 

Aa hs pronounces laatlj on each dead, 

Of ao muoh fiune in beaven expect thj mead.' 



THE EASY LIFE. 

la thia a life, to break thy aleep, 
To rise aa soon aa daj doth peep f 
To tire thj patient oi or a«a 
B7 noon, and let tlij good daya paat, 
"Sat knowing this, that Jove* decreea 
Some mirth, t' adulce man's miaerieiF 
— No : 'tia a life to have thine oil 
Without extortion from thy aoil 1 
Thy fitithftal fidda to yield thee grain, 
Althou^ with Bome, ;Bt littls pain t 
To hare thy mind, and Duptial bad. 
With feare* and caraa unoumberid t 
A pltaaing wife, that by thy aide 
Iiiea aoflly panting like a bride 1 
T-Thia ia to lira, and to endear 
ThgM minnta Iteiehai aast na ban. 
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Then, while biM tuffer, Uts thou free, 

Aa ii thai >ir that drdei thee ; 

And crown thy templea too ; and let 

Th; HrraDt, not thj own aelf, sweat. 

To strut thj banu with shwTe* of wheaL 

— Time steals awaj like to a stream. 

And we glide honee awaj with them : 

No sound recalli thehoun once fled. 

Or rosei, being witherM i 

'Sot us, m; Mead, when we are lost. 

Like to a dew, or melted frost. 

— Tlien lire we mirthful while we should, ■ 

And turn the iroa age to gold ; 

Let's frast and frolic, sing and plaj. 

And thus le» tost, than lire our da;. 

Whose bfe with care is OTercast, 

That man's not said to lire, but last ; 

Nor is'l a life, seren jears to tell. 

But for to Uto that half seven well ; 

Aod that we'll do, as men who know, 

fjonie few sands spent, we hence must g(^ 

Both (o be blended in the um. 

From whence there's nerer a return. 

B. Serriet. 



AN APOLOGY FOR HIS LIFE. 

(Sonneti.) 

Alas, 'tis true, I hare gone here and there. 
And niademyaeif a motley to the riew, 
Oored mine own thought), sold cheap what is most dear, 

Muds old ofleneei of aflectioni new. 
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MtMt true it is that I Iuto looked on truth 
AeksoM aod itrangelj ; but, fay all aboTe, 
Hmm bhmchet gaTS mj heart another jouth. 
And irorae ewaji proved thee m; belt of love. 
Nov all u dooe, utb what shall hare do end i 
Mine appetite I never more will grind 
On newer proof, ■ to trj an older friend, 
A god in love, to whom 1 am ninflned. 

Then give me welcome, next mj heaven the beet, 
Even to thj pure and moat most loving breoat. 

O, for my ulce do you with Fortune chide. 
The guilty goddeaa of mj harmful deeds. 
That did not better for my life provide. 
Than public meana, vrbicli publio mannera breed*. 
Thente cornea it tljat my name receive* a bnmd. 
And almost thence mj oature ia aubdued 
To what it worki in, like tlie dyer's hand. 
Pilj- me IhcQ, and wish I were renewed j 
Whilat, lite a willinK patient, I wUI drink 
Potions of eiael, 'gainst my atrong infeclion \ 
No bittemosa that I will bitter Uiiuk, 
Nor double penance to rorrect correction. 

Pity me then, dear friend, and I aiaure ye. 
Even tliat your pity is enough to cure me. 

W. SKakttpta 
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TO 
PHE MEMORY OF MASTER W. SHAKESPEARE. 

Wb wondered, Shakespeare, that thou went'tt so soon 
From the world's stage to the gra?e's tiring-room : 
We thought thee dead : hut this thy printed worth 
Telia thy spectators, that thou went'st but forth 
To enter with applause : an actor's art 
Can die, and li?e to act a second part : 
That's but an exit of mortality, 
This a re-entrance to a plaudite. 

J. Mantom, 



TO BEN JONSON. 



Ah Ben I 
Say how or when 
Shall we, thy guests. 
Meet at those lyric feasts, 
Made at the Sun, 
The Dog, the Triple Tun ; 
Where we such clusters had. 
As made us nobly wild, not mad ? 
And yet each rerse of thine 
Out-did the meat, out-did the frolVfi Vvci«« 
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My Ben ! 
Or come again, 
Or send to us 
Thy wit's great overplus ; 
But teach us yet 
Wisely to husband it, 
Lest we that talent spend : 
And having once brought to an end 
That precious stock, — the store 
Of such a wit the world should have no more. 

22. Serrick. 



TO THE COUNTESS OF PEMBROKE. 

Bbmembrance of that most heroic spirit, 
The heaven's pride, the glory of our days. 
Which now triumpheth (through immortal merit 
Of his brave virtues,) crowned with lasting bays, 
Of heavenly blisK and everlasting praise; 
Who frst my Muse did lift^ out of the floor. 
To sing his sweet delights in lowly lays ; 
Bids me, most noble Lady, to adore 
His goodly image living evermore 
In the divine resemblance of your face ; 
Which with your virtues ye embellish more. 
And native beauty deck with heavenly grace ; 
For his, and for your own especial sake. 
Vouchsafe from him this token in good worth to take. 

JB. Spenser. 
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EPITAPH ON THE SAME. 

UiTDBBKEATH thU sablo heno 
Lies the subject of all rerse, 
Sidney's sister, Pembroke's mother ; 
Death I ere thou hast slain another, 
Learned, and fftir, and good as she, 
Time shall throw a dart at thee. 

B, Jomon, 



TO CROMWELL. 

Cbomwbll, our chief of men,who through a cload 
Not of war only, but detractions rude, 
Guided by faith and matchless fortitude. 
To peace and truth thy glorious way hast ploughed. 

And on the neck of crownM Fortune proud 
Hast reared God*s trophies, and his work pursued. 
While Barwen stream, with blood of Scots imbrued, 
And Dunbar fi^M, resounds thy praises loud, 

And Worcester's laureate wreath : yet much remains 
To conquer still ; peace hath her yiotories 
No less renowned than war : new foes arise. 

Threatening to bind our souk with secular chains. 
Help us to sare free conscience from the paw 
Of hireling wolres, whose gospel is their maw, 

J. lliUo^. 
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ON HIS BLINDNESS. 

Whxk I coiuLder hnw m; llgbt u ipeot, 

Ere half mj dsji, in thii dark world And wide, 
And that one talent, which ii deslh to hide, 
Lodged with me lueleM, though mj soul more bm)t 

To Mire thervwith xstj Maker, Bud preaent 
ILj true BCOOODt, leat be, returning, etiidei 
' Doth Qod eiftct daj-labour, light denied ?' 
I fondlj aek : but I^tience, to preTent 

That munnuT, loan repliea, ' Qod dotb not need 
Either man's work, or his own gifts ; who beet 
Bear his mild joks, thej Berre him best : his statA 

It kinglj ; thousands at his bidding speed, 
And poit o'er land and ocean without rest ; 
The; also terre who onl; stand and wait.' 

J. MUlim. 



FAIR HELEN. 

{Old BaOad.) 

I W»a I were where Helen lies | 
Night and daj on me she oriesi 
D that I were where Helen lies 
On fair Einxinnell leal 




aOOX TEEmST, 

Cunt b« tba hnui that thought ths thought, 
And mint the bud that flred ths ihot, 
When in m; unu burd Helen dropt, 
And died to meconr mel 



think D» but m; heM( wu nil 
When mj Lore dropt down and q>afc in 

1 kid her down wi' neiUe care 

On fur EiMomiell lea. 

Aj I went down ths watsr-side. 

None bat inj foe to be my guide. 

None but m J fb« to b« m]' guide. 

On £ur Eircotuiell leai 

I lighted down mj nrord to draw, 
I hacbM him in piece* ima*, 
I hacbid him in piece* (ma', 

For her aike that died for me. 

Helen bir, bejond oompant 
I'll make s garlaiid of th; hair 
Shall bind mj heart for ever nulr 
Dntil the day I die. 

O that I were where Helen lie* t 
Night and daj on me ibe cries | 
Out of mj bed ihs bid* me liie, 
Saji, ' Haite and come to me 1' 

O Helen fair I O Helen chute I 
If I were with Ihee, I were bleat. 
Where thou Lie* low and take* tb; fMt 
On bir Eiroonnell 1m. 
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1 wish mj gnve wm growing green, 
A winding-sheet, drawn ower my sen. 
And I in Helen's arms Ijiiig, 
On fair KirconneU lea. 

1 wish ] were whara Helen lie* i 
Night and day on me slie criei i 
And 1 am weary of Ihe skiei, 
SinM my LoTe died for me. 



{Cgmbeliite.) 

Fear no more ihe heat o' the mo, 

Nor the furious winter's rages : 

Tliou thy worldly task has done. 

Home art gone, and la'en thy W 
Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney -i weepers, come lo dus 



Fear no moro the frown o' the great. 
Thou art past the tyrant's stroke i 

Care no more to clothe, and eat : 
To thee the reed is ai the oak : 

The leeptre, iMrning, physio must 

AU follow (hi*. Mid come to dust. 
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Fear no more the lightning-flash, 
Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone : 
Fear not slander, censure rash ; 
Thou hast finished joj and moan : 
All loTers joung, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and oome to dust. 

No exorciser harm thee ! 
Nor no witchcraft charm thee ! 
Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 
Nothing ill oome near thee ! 
Quiet consummation have ; 
And renowned be thy grave ! 

W, Shakeipeare. 



LAST LINES. 

{VerseM believed to have been written in his Bible the night 
brfore his Execution, Oct. 29, 1618.) 

KvnK such is time, that takes in trust 
Our youth, our jojs, our all we have. 
And pays us but with earth and dust ; 
Who, ill the dark and silent grave. 
When we hare wandered all our ways, 
Shuts up the story of our days ; 
But from this earth, this grave, this dust. 
My GK>d shall raise me up I trust. 

Sir W, Saleigh, 
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THE PROGRESS OF POESY. 
(II. 3, lo the rad.) 

Woods, tlist vara o'er Delplii'i iteep, 
IbIw, thnt CTDwn th' .Xgean deep, 

Fielda, that cool Himus larei, 

Or where Haander'a amber w»Te» 
In lingering Isb'rintli* creep. 

How do your tuneful echoei Uiiguuh, 

Hute, but to the Toice of anguish ! 
Where each old poetic mountain 

Inapiration breathed around ; 
Etotj ihade and hallowed fountain 

Murmured deep a aolemQ aound : 
Till the said Nine, in Greece's eril hour, 

Left their Pamauua for the Latian phiins. 
Alike thej acorn Iheponip of tyrant Power, 

And coward Tire, that rerela in her chaini. 
Wlien Latium had her loftj apirit lost, 
Tlie; aought, oh Albion! next thy aea-encirded cc 

Far from the sun and aummer^gale. 
In thy green lap <taa Nature'a Darling laid, 
What time, where lucid Atou strayed, 

To him the mighty mother did unrnl 
Her awful fsce : tlie dauntless child 
Stretched forth his little arm and tmiled. 
* This pencil take (she said), whose eoloun clear 
Richly paint the Temnl year : 
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Thins too thew golden keji, immortal Boj I 

Tbi> can unlock the gates of jaj ; 

or horror that, and thrilling fears, 

Or op« the laered sonrra of sjmpathstjo tean.' 

Nor teoond Ee, that rode aublime 
Upon the seri^h-wingi of Boataa;, 
The ucrets of tb' ab;w to spj . 

Hs pawed tbe ftuoing bounds of place bndtima: 
The liTing throne, tbe sapphire bisie, 
Whers angsla tremble while thej gaze. 
He Hur ; but, blasted with eicesi of light. 
Closed his e^es in cndtesa night. 
Behold, where Dryden's l«u preaiimptuous oar. 
Wide o'er the fleld's of glorj bear 
Two coursers of ethereal race, 
With n«cka in thunder clothed, and long-resounding pace. 

Bark, his hands the Ijre explore I 
Bright-ejed Fancj, hoTering o'er. 
Scatters fk>m her pictured urn 
ThoughU that breathe, and words thftt bum. 
But ah 1 'tis beanl no more 

Oh \ l;re diiine, what daring spirit 

Wakes thee now? Tho' be inherit 
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion. 

That the Theban eagle bear, 
Sailing with supreme dominion 

Thro' the azure deep of air ; 
Tet ofl before Us in&nt ejes would run 

Such forms as glitter in the Uuse's mj, 
With orient hues, unborrowed of the sun ; 

Tet shall he mount, and keep his distant way 
fiejond tbe limits of a rulgar fate. 
Beneath the Qood how hi — but ikr abore the Qrettt, 
T. Qrag. 
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THE TRIUMPH OF DULNESS. 

(The Dunciad,) 

Ik Tain, in rain— -the aU-composing hour 
Besidtless falls : the Muaeobejs the power. 
She comes ! she comes ! the sable throne behold 
Of Night primeval, and of Chaos old ! 
Before her Fancy's gilded clouds decaj, 
And all its yarying rain-bows die awaj. 
Wit shoots in Tain its momentary fires, 
The meteor drops, and in a flash expires. 
As one by one, at dread Medea's strain, 
The sickening stars fade off th* ethereal plain ; 
As Argus' eyes, by Hermes, wand oppreased, 
Closed one by one to everlasting rest ; 
Thus at her felt approach, and secret might, 
Art after Art goes out, and all is night. 
See skulking Truth to her old caTem fled. 
Mountains of Casuistry heaped o'er her head ! 
Philosophy, that leaned on heaTen before, 
Shrinks to her second cause, and is no more. 
Physic of Metaphysic begs defence. 
And Metaphysic caUs for aid on Sense ! 
See Mystery to Mathematics fly ! 
lu Tain ! they gaze, turn giddy, raTC, and die. 
Beligion blushing Teils her sacred fires, 
And unawares Morality expires. 
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Not public Same nor prirate dania to ihine ; 
Nor human ■park it led, oor glimpse dirine I 
Lo \ thy dread empire, Chaoi, ij mlored ] 
Light diei before thj unoreating word j 
Tlif hand, great Anarch, lota Ihe crurtain fall, 
And unireraal darkneaa buriea alii 



ALEXANDER'S FEAST; 

(,A Song >■ lionour of SI. CecUia'i Dag, 16!^ 
'TWAB at the rojol feait for Peraia hod 
Bj Pbilip'i warlike son : 
Aloa in awful Btale 
The godlike hero rate 
On liis imperial throne ; 
Hii Talinnt peers were plated around ; 
Their brows with rows and with myrtles bound ; 

(So aliould doiert in urme be crowued.) 
The iorelj Thaia, b; his aide, 
Sate like a bloomiu); Eutturn bride, 
In flower of juuth and beautj'a pride. 
Happy, happy, happy pair ! 
None but Ihe brare. 
None but the brare. 
None but the brave deserrea tlie fair. 

C*onr<. 
Happy, happy, happy pairl 
Kone but the brare, 
None but tlie brare. 
None but the bmre deaerre* tbe fair. 
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Timotheiu, placed on high 
Amid tha tuneful quin, 
With fljiug flngen louched the Ijrs : 
The treinblmg Dotn uceitd the ik;, 
And hoiTenlj joj* inapire. 
The mug began Trom JoTe, 
Who leR hu bliufiil (oiU abore, 
(Such ■• thr povsT of mighty Iots.) 
A diagon'l fleT7 form belied the god i 
Subliine on nwliant apirei he rode, 
When he to fair Oljmpia presaed ', 
Aad while he aouglit her anoirj brnut, 
Tlion round her (lender waiit he uurled, 
AndatampedBQiinageof himielf, a»Tereignof the world. 
The lialening crowd admire the loftj aound, 
A preaent deitj, thej shout around ; 
A pTMent deitj, the Taultcd roof) rebound : 
Wifli rariahed eara 
The monarch henra, 
Aanimea the god, 
Aflbcta to nod, 
And aeemi to ibake the apherea. 
Ckonu. 
With mTiahed ean 
The momtrch h<an, 
Aaaumee the god, 
AJTecti (o nod, 
And ■eemt to shake the spherea. 
The pnoM of Bacchus then the sweet musician sung, 
Of Baochua ever fair, and OTer joung. 
The jollj god in triumph cornea ; 
Sonnd the trampela, best the drum* ; 
Flushed with a purple grace 
He showa his honest &ee : 



98 FOETS WALK, 

Kow giro the hautboys breath ; he comes, he come 
Bacchus, ever fair and young, 

Drinking joys did first ordain ; 
Bacchus' blc8:)ing8 are a treasure. 
Drinking is the soldier's pleasure ; 
Ricli tlie treasure, 
Sweet the pleasu^e, 
Sweet is pleasure after pain. 

Chorus. 
Bacclms' blessings are a treasure, 
Drinking is the soldier's pleasure ; 
Kieh the treasure. 
Sweet the pleasure, 
Sweet is pleasure after pain. 

Soothed with the sound the king grew vain ; 
Fought all his battles o'er again ; 
And thrice ho routed oil his foes, and tlirioe he slew tl 
The master saw the madness rise, 
Uis glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ; 
And while lie heaven and earth defied. 
Changed his hand, and checked his priie. 
He chose a mournful Muse, 
Soft pity to infuse ; 
He sung Darius great and good, 

By too severe a fate, 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen. 

Fallen from his high estate, 
And weltering in his blood ; 
Deserted ut his utmost need 
By i\\o>o his former bounty fed : 
On the bare earth exposed he lies, 
With not a friend to close his eyes. 
With downcast looks the joyless victor sato. 



i 
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BcTolTuig in hit altered soul 
The Tmrioiu tunu of ctuuiM below i 

And, now and thra. ■ sigh be itole, 
And tnn began to flow. 

Cionu. 
B«volTing in hii altered eoul 

The Tarioui tunu of chance below i 
And, now and tiien, a iigh he itolB, 

And tean began to flow. 

The mighty nutter •oiiled to see 
That bve was in the next degree ) 
"TMas but a kindred-ioiuid to move, 
For pity Diclti the mind to lore. 
Softly (weet, in Ljdion meMurei, 
Soon he soothed hit eoul to pteaeura*- 
War, he sung, is toil and trouble i 
Uonour but an empty bubble j 
Nerer ending, still beginning. 
Fighting still, and still destroying : 

If the world be worth thy winninji 
Tliink, O think it worth enjoying : 
Lovely Thais sits beside thee. 
Take the good the gods pioTide thee. 
The many rend the skies nilh loud applause ; 
So XiOTe was crowned, but Music won the cause. 
The prince, unable to conceal his psin. 
Gated on the fair 
Who caused his care. 
And sighed and looked, sighed and looked, 
Sighed and looked, and sighed again ; 
At length, with loTe and wine at ODce oppressed, 
3^ TMiquiabed rictai sunk upon bar bT«Ul. 
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Chor 



Tlie prince, unable tu con<%iil his pain, 
Gated on tlie fair 
Wlio cauieil his cure, 
And sighed and looked, lighed and looked, 
Sighed and looiied, and sighed again ; 
At length, with lote and wine at onoe opprewed, 
The rnnquiBhed rictor sunk upon lier breast. 

Now strike tlie golden Ijre again ; 
A louder yet, and ;et a louder strain. 
Break hit bands of sleep asunder. 
And rouse him, like a rattling peat of thunder. 
Hark, hark, the horrid sound 
Has raised up his head ; 
As awaked from the dead. 
And, amazed, he alaree around. 

' Bevenge, revenge t ' Timotbaot criea ; 
' See the Furie* arise ; 
See the snakes that thej rear. 
How thej hiss in their hair, 
And the sparkles that flash from their tjf \ 
Behold a ghiutlj band. 
Each a torch in his hand ! 
Those are Oreoian ghosts, that in battle were slain : 
And unburied remain 
Tnglorioui on the plain : 
Qiie the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew. 
Behold how tfaty tost their torches on high. 
Haw the; point to the Persian abodee. 
And glittering lemplea of their hMtile gods,' 
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The princei appWd with & furJoiu joj ; 

And tha king wiisd a. Bkmbeau with Mftl to deatroj ; 

Thaii lad the wa^, 

To light him to his prej, 
And, like another Helea, fired snolher Troj. 

And the king aeized a flambeau with leal to destroy ; 
Thui led the wa;. 
To light him t« hi> pwj. 
And, like aootiier Helen, flr«d another Troj. 
Thai loDg ago. 
Era heaving belloirB learned to blow, 
While organs jet were mute, 
Timotheua, to hia breathing Bute 
And sounding Ijra, 
Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft desire. 
At last diTine Cecilia came, 
Inventress of the Tocal &ame g 
The meet enthusiast, from her sacred store. 
Entailed the former narrow boundi. 
And added length to solemn sounds. 
With Nature's motlier-wit, and arte unknown before. 
Let old Timotheiu yield the priie, 

Or both diTide the crown : 
He raised a mortal to tlie ikies g 
She drew an angel down. 
Grand Ciona. 
Al last dirine Cecilia came, 
InTentiesa of the TOcal frame; 
The aweet enthusiast, from her sacred store. 
Enlarged ihe former narrow bounds, 
And added length to solemn sounds, 
With Nature's mother-wit, and uU unknoini\>ttot«. 
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T^et old Timotheus jield the prize, 
Or both divide the crown : 

He raised a mortal to the skies ; 
She drew an angel down. 



I 
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THE FORTUNE OF WAR. 

(The Vanity of Euman WUhet.) 

Ox what foundation stands the warrior's pride, 
How just his hopes, let Swedish Charles decide ; 
A frame of adamant, a soul of fire, 
No dangers fright him, and no labours tire ; 
O'er lore, o*er fear, extends his wide domain, 
Unconquered lord of pleasure and of pain : 
No joys to him pacific sceptres yield, 
War sounds the trump, he rushes to the field ; 
Behold surrounding kings their powers combine, 
And one capitulate, and one resign ; 
Peace courts his hand, but spreads her charms in vain ; 

* Think nothing gained,' he cries, * till nought remain, 
' On Moscow's walls till Gothic standards By, 

* And all be mine beneatli the polar sky.' 
The march begins in military state. 
And nations on his eye suspended wait ; 
Stem Famine guards the solitary coast, 
And Winter barricades the realms of Frost ; 
He comes, nor want nor cold his course delay ;— 
Hide, blushing Glory, hide Pultowa's day : 
The yanquished hero leaves his broken bands, 
And shows his miseries in distant lands ; 
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Condeuined ■ needj BiippUcant to wait, 
While Udiea iilt«rpoae, and ilaTes debate. 
But did not Chanoe a> length iifr error mend 7 
Did no BubTerted empire mark hii end ? 
Did riral monarclu giio the fatal ironnd 7 
Or hoitile millionB prm him to the ground P 
Hi> fittt va* deitined to a barren strand, 
A pettj fortreai, and a dubiout hand ; 
lie left the name, at which the world grew pale. 
To poicit a monl, or sdom a tale. 
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THE PASSIONS. 

Wbiv Hiuio, hearenlj maid, wu joui 
While jet in earl; Greece she lung. 
The Faonona oft, to hear her ihell, 
Thronged around her magic cell, 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
Foweat beyond the muae'a painting : 
By tumi they felt the glowing mind 
Diaturbed, delighted, raited, reQned ; 
Till once, 'tii aaid, when all wure fired. 
Filled with fury, rapt, inipirod. 
Prom the supporting myrtles round 
They matched her inatrumenli of iound ; 
And, a* they oft had heard apart 
Sweet leuoiti of her forceful art. 
Each (for madniss ruled the hour) 
Would prove bii own eiprmgire power. 
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First Fear, his hand, its skill to try, 

Amid the chords bewildered laid, 
And back recoiled, he knew not why, 

£yen at the sound himself had made. 
Next Auger rushed ; his eves on fire, 

In lightniuf^s owned his secret stings : 
In one rude clash he struck tlie l^re, 

And swept with hurried hands the strings, 

With woful measures wan Despair 

Low, sullen sounds his grief beguiled ; 
A solemn, strange, and mingled air ; 

'Twas sad bj fits, by starts 'twas wild. 

But thou, O Hope, with eyes so fair, 
What was thy deliglitful measure ? 
Still it whispered promised pleasure, 
And bade the lovely scenes at distance hail ! 

Still would her touch the strain prolong ; 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 

She called on Kcho still, through all the song ; 
And, where her sweetest theme slie chose, 
A soft responsive voice was heard at every dose, 

And Hope enchanted smiled, and waved her golden hair. 

And longer had she sung ; — but, with a frown. 

Revenge impatient rose : 
He threw his blood-stained sword, in thunder, down ; 

And witli a withering look, 
The war-denouncing trumpet took. 
And blew a blast so loud and dread. 
Were ne'er prophetic sounds so full of woo ! 

And, over and anon, he beat 

The doubling drum, with furious beat ; 



\ 
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Aad though >ometime«, each dreary pauM betwoen. 
Dejected Pil;, at hia lide, 
Her aoul-aubduing Toice applied, 
YaC Blill he kept his wild uutdtensd mjen, 
While eBc\i itrained ball of light ■eenied bunting from hia head. 
Tbj number*, Jealoiu;, to naught were 6xed i 

Sad proof of th; dutreaaful alale : 
Of diSering themee the veering aong waa mixed ; 
Aud now it courted love, now raring called oD bate. 
With cjea upraiaed, a* one inapired, 
PiJe Melancholy sat retired : 
And, from her wild aequestered seat, 
Id DOt«* bj distance made more aweet, 
Poured through the mellow hom lier peaalre aoul : 
And, daahing aolt from roL-lu around. 
Bubbling ruimeli joiued the wund; 
Through glades and glooms the mingled mea«ure itole, 
Or, o'er some haunted stream, with fond delay. 
Bound Bu lioly calm dilfuaing. 
Lore of peace, and lonely muaing 
In hollow murmurs died away. 
But ! lioK altered was its aprightlier tone. 
When Cheerfulneu, a nymph of healtlueit hue. 
Her bow acro» her ahoulder flung, 
Her buskin* gemmed with morning dew. 
Blew an iuspiriug air, that dale and thicket rung. 

The liunt^r'a call. In faun and dryad known I 
The oak-crowned aigters, aud tiieir uluule-eyeJ queeu, 
Satyrs and aylran boys, were seen, 
Ferpinx from forth their alley* grueii : 
Srown Exercise rejoiced to hear ; 

And Sport leapt up, and seized his becuhon spear. 
X^at oame Joy'i ecatatic trial : 
Ue, with Tiny crown adrancing, 

Pint to the Urely pipe hia hand addrett \ 
Bat BOoD b« mw the iihst awakenii^ Tiol, 



106 POFrS WALK. 

Whose swoet entranoin«; yoIco he loved the best ; 
They would have thought wlio heard the strain 
They saw, in Tempers vale, her native maids, 
Amidst the festal sounding shades, 
To some unwearied minstrel dancing, 
While, as his Hying fingers kissed the strings. 
Love framed with Mirth a gay fantastic round : 
Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound ; 
And he, amidst his frolic play. 
As if he would the charming air repay. 
Shook thousand odours from his dewy wings. 
O Music ! sphere-descended maid. 
Friend of pleasure, wisdom*s aid ! 
Wliy, goddess ! why. to us denied, 
Lay'st thou thy ancient lyre aside 
As, in that loved Athenian bower. 
You learned an all-commanding power, 
Thy mimic soul, O nymph endeared, 
Can well recall what tlion it heard ; 
Where is thy native simple heart, 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art ? 
Arise, as in that elder time, 
Warm, energetic, chaste, sublime ! 
Thy wonders, in that godlike age. 
Fill thy recording si:?ter's page — 
'Tis said, and I believe the tale, 
Thy humblest reed could more prevail. 
Had more of strengtli, diviner rage, 
Than all whicli charms this luggard age ; 
E'en all at once together found, 
Cecilia's mingled world of sound — 
O bid our vain endeavour cease ; 
Revive the just designs of Greece : 
Return in all thy simple state! 
Confirm the tales her sons relate ! 

W. CoUint. 
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TO BOLINGBROKE. 

{Sttag on Ma».) 

CoHE then, my FrieDd I m j Geniiu ! coma iJoog, 
O maaler of tha poet and the ton); ! 
And while the Mum now itoops, or nov aicenili. 
To iDui'i low pusioiu, or their glorioua eniia, 
Trach me like thee, in various nature wise. 
To fall irith dignity, with temper rise i 
Formed by thy conTine happily to iteer 
From grave to gay, from tirely to mere : 
Correct with tpirit, eloquent with caae, 
Intent to reaaon, or polite to please. 
Oh, while alonf( the itream of time Ihy name 
Eipanded &\ta, and gather! nil iti fame, 
Say, ihall my little bark attendant nil, 
Pursue the triumph, and pariake the pile? 
When eteteimen, hpmei, kings, in duit repoee, 
Whoee sons shall bluth their father* wore thy foeii 
Shall then thii rerae to future age pretend 
Thou waat my guide, philosopher, and friend ? 
That urged by thee, I turned the tuneful art 
From sounds lo things, from fancy to the heart ; 
From Wit's false mirror held up Nature's light ; 
Showed erring Pride whatever is is right ; 
That IUaK>n, Passion, answer one grwt aim ; 
That true Self-love and Social are the same : 
That Tirtue only makes our bliss below; 
And all onr Knowledge is ourselves to know. 

A. Popt. 
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THE CHARACTER OF BUCKINGHAM. 

(Absalom and Achiiophel.) 

SoiiB of their chiefs were priDccs of the land ; 
In the first rank of these did Zimri stand, 
A man so yarious that he seemed to be 
Not one, but all mankind's epitome: 
Stiff in opinions, alvrajs in the wrong, 
Was eyerjthing bj starts and nothing long ; 
But in the course of one reyolving moon 
Was chjrmist, fliddler, statesman, and buffoon ; 
Then all for women, painting, rhyming, drinking, 
Besides ten thousand freaks that died in thinking. 
Blest madman, wlio could eyerj hour employ 
With something new to wish or to enjoy ! 
Bailing and praising were his usual themes, 
And botli, to show his judgment, in extremes : 
So over yiolent or over civil 
That every man with him was God or Devil. 
In squandering wealth was his peculiar art; 
Nothing went unrewarded but desert. 
Beggared by fools wliom still he found too late, 
He had his jest, and they had his estate. 
He laughed himself from Court ; then sought relief 
By forming parties, but could ne'er be chief: 
For spite of him, the weight of business fell 
On Absalom and wise Achitophel; 
Thus wicked but in will, of means bereft,* 
He left not faction, but of that was left. 

J. jyrydem. 
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THE DEATH OF THE SAME. 

(From ike Epittle to Lord Bathurti.) 

Ik the wont inn's worst room, with mat half-hung, 
The floors of pUster, and the walls of dung, 
On once a flock- bed, but repaired with straw, 
With tape- tied curtains, never meant to draw, 
The Gheorge and Garter dangling from that bed 
"Where tawdry jellow strove with dirty red. 
Great Yilliers lies — alas ! how changed from him, 
That life of pleasure, and that soul of whim ! 
Gallant and gay, in Cliveden's proud alcove, 
The bower of wanton Shrewsbury and love ; 
Or just as gay, at Council, in a ring 
Of mimic Statesmen, and their merry King. 
No wit to flatter, left of all his store ! 
No fool to laugh at, which he valued more. 
There, victor of his health, his fortune, friends. 
And fame, this lord of useless thousands ends. 

A. Pope, 



THE VILLAGE CLERGYMAN. 
{The Deserted rUlage,) 

Nkab yonder copse, where once the garden smiled, 
.nd still where many a garden flower grows wild ; 
here, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose, 
he village preacher's modest mansion rose. 
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A. man he wtw to all tlie couotr; dear. 

And puaiDg rich nitli fortv pound) a jesr ; 

Remote from tovns lie run Ilia ^odij race, 

Not e'er had cliungsd, nor H'ithod lo change his place i 

Unpnictiiied he to faicn. or seek for power, 

Bj doctrineB fashjouod to the Torjing hour i 

Far other aiini liis heart had learned to priie, 

More skilled to raise the wretched than lo rile. 

Hil house was known to all the Tagront train, 

He chid their wanderJDgs, but reliered their pain i 

The long remembered beggar wat his guest, 

Whose bcurd descending swept his aged breast ; 

The ruined spendlhrin;, now no hmger proud. 

Claimed kindrud therp, and liod his claims allotred) 

The broken soldier, kindlj b:idi! to staj. 

Sat b; his fire, and talked the night Bwaj ; 

Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done, 

Shouldered Lis erulch, and showed how fields were won. 

Pleased with bis guests, the good man learned to glow, 

And quite forgot their vice* in their woe ; 

Careless ihoir merits, or their £iults to scan, 

His pit J gave ere charitj began. 

Thus to rclicTc the wretched was his pride. 
And oven his failings leaned lo virtue's side ; 
But iu his dutj prompt at eiery call, 
He watohod and wept, lie prajcd and felt for all. 
And, as a bird cncli fond endearment trios 
To lempt its now- Hedged olTspring lo the skies. 
He tried each art, reprovitl eneh dull delav. 
Allured to brighter worlds, and led the w&f. 

Beside the bed where parting life was laid. 
And sorrow, guilt, and pain, b^ turot diimajcd, 
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ie reTerend champion sUiod. At hi* conlral 
ispair and anguish fled the atruggling aoul ; 
>inr<irt came down the tremUing wretch to niu, 
id his laat fkltering accents whispered praite. 

At church, with meek and unalTected grace, 
i« looks adorned the reiierable phtce i 
:uth from hia lips preTulcd uith double svaj, 
cid foola, who came to acofT, remained to praj. 
ne serrice past, around the pious man, 
'itii Bteadj zchI, each honett ruatic ran ) 
ren children followed witli endearing wile, 
lid plucked hia gown, to ahars the good mitn's smile. 
it read; smile a parent's wsrmlh eiprest, 
leir woirare pleased him, and Ihcir cares distreet i 
t them his heart, his loce, his grieCa were given, 
xl all his serious lliouglils liod rest in lieaTen. 
I some (all cliff that lifts ita awful lorDi, 
rells from the vale, and midway leatcs the storm, 
lough round its breast tlie rolling clouds are spread, 
eruul aunshine fctllci oD it« hciul. 

0. Qoldimith. 



HIS OWN CHARACTER, 
{SpiitU to Br, ATh*ih»ia.) 
Ob let me lice mj own, and die so too ! 
(To lire and die is nit I huie to do :) 
Maintain a poet's dignity and ease. 
And see whatfriends, and read what booksl plea 
Above a patron, tho' I condescend 
Sometimes to call a minister avj friend. 
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I was not bom for courts or great aflfkirs ; 
I pay my debts, belieye, and saj mj prayers ; 
Can sleep without a poem in mj head, 
Kor know if Dennis be alire or dead. 

• ••••• 

Not fortune's worshipper, nor fashion's fool, 
Kot lucre's madman, nor ambition's tool, 
Not proud, nor servile ; bo one poet's praise. 
That, if he pleased, he pleased bj manly ways : 
That flattery, even to Kings, he held a shame. 
And thought a lie in Terse or prose the same. 
That not in fancy's maze he wandered long. 
But stooped to truth, and moralized his song : 
That not for fame, but rirtue's better end. 
Ho stood the furious foe, the timid friend, 
The damning critic, half-approring wit, 
The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit ; 
Lauglicd at the loss of friends he never had, 
The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad ; 
The distant threats of vengeance on his head, 
The blow unfelt, the tear he never shed ; 
The tale revived, the lie so oft o'erthrown, 
Th' imputed trash, and dulncss not his own ; 
The morals blackened when the writings 'scape. 
The libelled person, and the pictured shape ; 
Abuse, on all he loved, or loved him, spread, 
A friend in exile, or a father dead : 
The whisper, that to greatness still too near. 
Perhaps yet vibrates on his sovereign's ear — 
Welcome for thee, fair virtue ! all the past : 
For thee, fair virtue ! welcome even the last ! 

A, ^ 



h 
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BURKE, REYNOLDS, AND GARRICK. 

{Betaliation,) 

Hsiui lies our good Edmund, whose genius was such, 
^e scarcely can praise it, or blame it, too much ; 
^o, bom for the uniTerse, narrowed his mind, 
nd to partj gave up what was meant for mankind, 
bough fraught with all learning, jet straining his thix)at, 
3 persuade Tommy Townshend to lend him a vote : 
^ho, too deep for his hearers, still went on refining, 
ad thought of oonyinoing, while they thought of dining : 
tough equal to all things, for all things unfit, 
M> nice for a statesman, too proud for a wit ; 
nr a patnot too cool ; lor a drudge disobedient ; 
ad too fond of the right to pursue the expedient. 
I short, 'twas his fate, unemployed, or in place, sir, 
> eat mutton cold, and out blocks with a razor. 

Here lies Dayid Garriok, describe me who can, 
a abridgment of all that was pleasant in man ; 
I an actor, confessed without rival to shine : 
I a wit, if not first, in the Tery first line : 
9t» with talents like these, and an excellent heart, 
le man had his £uling8, a dupe to his art, 
ke an ill- judging beauty, his colours he spread, 
id beplastered with rouge his own natural red« 
1 the stage he was natural, simple, affecting ; 
was only that, when he was o£^ he was acting. 
ith no reason on earth to go out of his way, 
9 turned and he yaried full ten times a day : 

1 
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Though secure of our hearts, jet coDfoundedlj sick, 

If thej wore not his own bj finessing and trick : 

He cast off his friends, as a huntsman his pack, 

For he knew when he pleased he could whistle them back. 

Of praise a mere glutton, he swallowed what came. 

And the puff of a dunce he mistook it for fame ; 

Till his relish grown callous, almost to disease, 

Who peppered the highest, was surest to please. 

But let us be candid, and speak out our mind, 

If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 

Ye Kenrieks, je Kellys, and Woodfalls, so grave. 

What a commerce was jours, while you got and you gare ! 

How did Grub-street re-echo the shouts that you raised. 

While he was be-Kosciused, and you were bepraised ! 

But peace to his spirit, wherever it flies, 

To act as an angel aud mix with the skies : 

Those poets who owe their best fame to his skill, 

Shall still be his flatterers, go where he will. 

Old Shakspeare receive him with praise and with love. 

And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 

Here Beynolds is laid, and, to tell you my mihd, 
He has not left a wiser or better behind ; 
His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand ; 
His manners were gentle, complying, and bland ; 
Still bom to improve us in every part. 
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart : 
To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering. 
When they judged without skill, he was still hard of heu 
Wlien they talked of their Baphaeb, Correggioa, and stufl^ 
He shifted his trumpet, and only took snuff. 

O. Qoldimih, 
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THE KNIGHTS OF THE LAUREL. 

(The Flower and the Leaf; after Chaucer. J 

To tell this costly furniture were long, 
The summer's day would end before the song : 
To purchase but the tenth of all their store 
Would make the mighty Persian monarch poor. 
Yet what I can, I will ; before the rest 
The trumpets issued, in white mantles dressed ; 
A numerous group, and all their heads around 
"With chaplets green of cerrial-oak were crowned, 
And at each trumpet was a banner bound ; 
Which waving in the wind displayed at large 
Their master's coat of arms, and knightly charge. 
Broad were the banners, and of snowy hue, 
A purer web the silkworm never drew. 
The chief about their necks the scutcheons wore. 
With orient pearls and jewels powdered o*er : 
Broad were their collars too, and everyone 
Was set about with many a costly stone. 
Next these, of kings at arms a goodly train 
In proud array came prancing o'er the plain : 
Their cloaks were cloth of silver mixed with gold. 
And garlands green around their temples rolled : 
Rich crowns were on their royal scutcheons placed. 
With sapphires, diamonds, and with rubies graced : 
And at the trumpets their appearance made, 
So these in habits were alike arrayed ; 
But with a pace more sober, and more slow, 
Aad twenty, rank in rank, they rode a-row. 
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The punuiTanU came next, in number more ; 
And. Like the heralds each his scutcheon bore : 
Clad in white velvet all their troop they led. 
With each an open chaplet on his head, 

Nine royal knights in equal rank succeed, 
Each warrior mounted on a fiery steed, 
In golden armour glorious to behold ; 
The rivets of their arms were nailed with gold. 
Their surcoats of white ermine fur were made. 
With cloth of gold between, that cast a glittering sha 
The trappings of their steeds were of the same ; 
The golden fringe e*en set the ground on flame. 
And drew a precious trail ; a crown divine 
Of laurel did about their temples shine. 

Three henchmen were for every knight a«aigned, 
All in rich hvery clad, and of a kind : 
White velvet, but unshorn, for cloaks they wore. 
And each within his hand a truncheon bore : 
The foremost held a helm of rare devioe ; 
A prince's ransom would not pay the price. 
The second bore the buckler of his knight. 
The tliird of comol-wood a spear upright, 
Headed with piercing steel, and polished bright 
Like to their lords their equipage was seen, 
And all their foreheads crowned with garlands green. 

And after these came, armed with spear and shield 
An host so great as covered all the field : 
And all their foreheads, like the knights before. 
With laurels ever green were shaded o'er, 
Or oak, or other leaves of lasting kind. 
Tenacious of the stem and firm against the wind. 
Some in their hands, besides the lance and shield, 
Tlie boughs of woodbind or of hawthorn held, 
Or branches for their mystic emblems took. 
Of palm, of laurel, or of oerrial-oak. 
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BELINDA. 
(Tke Rape of the Lock.) 

Not with more glories, in th' ethereal plain, 
The sun first rises o*er the purpled main, 
Than, issuing forth, the riral of his heams 
Launched on the bosom of the silTer Thames. 
Fair njmphs, and well-drest youths around her shone, 
But ereiy eye was fixed on her alone. 
On her white breast a sparkling cross she wore. 
Which Jews might kiss, and infidels adore. 
Her lirely looks a sprightly mind disclose, 
Quick as her eyes, and as unfixed as those t 
FaYOurs to none, to all she smiles extends ; 
Oft she rejects, but never once offends. 
Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazers strike. 
And, like the sun, they shine on all alike. 
Yet graceful ease, and sweetness void of pride, 
Might hide her fiiults, if Belles had faults to hide : 
If to her share some female errors fall, 
Look on her face, and you'll forget *em alL 

A. Pope, 



ODE ON 
A DISTANT PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 

Yb distant spires, ye antique towers. 

That crown the watery glade, 
Where grateful science still adores 

Her Henry's holy shade ; 
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And ye, that from the stately brow 

Of Windsor's heights th* expanse below 

Of grove, of lawn, of mead survey, 
Whose turf, whose shade, whose flowers among 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 

His silver-winding way : 

Ah, happy hills ! ah, pleasing shade 1 

Ah, fields beloved in vain ! 
Where once my careless childhood stray ed» 

A stranger yet to pain ! 
I feel the gales that from ye blow 
A momentary bliss bestow, 

As waving fresh their gladsome wing, 
My weary soul they seem to soothe. 
And, redolent of joy and youth. 

To breathe a second spring. 

Say, father Thames, for thou hast seen 

Full many a sprightly race 
Disporting o\\ thy margent green, 

The paths of pleasure trace ; 
Who foremost now delight to cleave, 
With pliant arm, thy glassy wave ? 

The captive h'nnet which enthral ? 
What idle progeny succeed 
To chase the rolling circle's speed. 

Or urge the flying ball ? 

While some on earnest business bent 

Their murmuring labours ply 
'Gbinst graver hours that bring constraint 

To sweeten liberty : 
Some bold adventurers disdain 
The limits of their little reign. 
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AaA nDknoini regiooi dkre ieterf : 
Slill M thej ran (he; look behind, 
Tbev hear » Toice in eterj wind, 

And match a fearful joj. 



Oaj hope it thein bj bncj ttd, 

Laa* pleaaing when posseat ; 
The tear forgot aa aoon aa ahed, 

The sunihine of the breast : 
Thein haxom health, of rotj hue, 
Wild wit, ioTention ever neir. 

And lirely oheer, of rigour bom ; 
The ihoughttoes day, tho eaaj Dight, 
The apiritapuTe, the alumbera light, 

Tliat fly th' approach of mom. 

Alaa ! regardleea of their doom 

The little rictims play ; 
Ko aenae haie they of ilia to come, 

Kor care beyond to-day : 
Tet aee, how all around them irait 
The miniaters of human fate. 

And black Hiafortnne'a baleful train! 
Ah, ahow them where in ambush aCand, 
To aeizc their prey, the murderoua band ! 

Ah, tell them, they are men ! 

Theae ehall the fury Faaaiona tear. 

The Tulturea of the mind, 
Piadainful Anger, pallid Fear, 

And ahame that akulka behind ; 
Or pining Lore ahall wa»t« their youth. 
Or Jealonay, with rankling tooth, 
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Thit inlj gnawi the wont heart ; 
And Bdtj wui, mod bded Care, 
Grim-TiMtged oomfoftleM QeepMr, 

Aad Sorrow'a pieraing dart. 

Ambitioii this ahall tampt to riia, 

Then irhh>l the wretch (ram high. 
To bitter Scorn a (Borifioe, 

And grinning Infamj. 
The Ming! of Faltehood thou shall try. 
And bard Unklndneu' altered eye, 

That mocka the tear it forced to flow ) 
And keen Remone with blood defiled. 
And moodj Madneu Laugbing wild 

Amid MTereat woe. 



Lo ! in the Tale of jeara beneath 

A grialj troop are seen, 
The painful familj of I>eath, 

More hideooB than their queen ; 
This racks the joints, this flree the Teint, 
That eTcr; labouring sinew strains. 

Those in the deeper Titali lags : 
Lo ! Porertj, to fill the band. 
That nnmbs the soul with ioj hand, 

And slaw-coDsoming Age. 

To each his soSeringi : all are msni 

Condemned alike to groan ; 
The tender for another's pain, 

The unfeeling for his own. 
Yet, ah 1 whj should Ihej know their Ue, 
o lato. 
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And luppinew too •wifU; fliea t 
Thouglit would dmtn>7 their puadim 
No more ; — where ignoimnce ii blin, 

'Ti< IbU; to b« wiM. 



ON TAKING PAINS. 

(Imiiatioiu <if Eoraea: EpMUt, bk. ii. £.) 

Ih Tain bkd Ajtotn bU mankind reject, 
The; treat thenuelTea with moat profound reapect; 
Ti* to imall pnrpoae that you hold your tongue. 
Each pruaad within ia happj all day long. 
But how aererdj with themeelres proceed 
The men, wlio write auoh Terse M we can read T 
Their own atrict judges, not a word tbey *p«re 
That wanta or force, or light, or weight or care, 
Howe'er nnwillingly it quite its place, 
Nay tho' at Court (perhaps) it ma; find grace t 
Such therll degrade : and sometime* in its atead 
In downright cliarity reiiie the dead j 
Mark where a bold eipressiTe phrase appears, 
Bright thro' the rubbish of eomo hundred yean: 
Command old words that long hare slept to wake, 
Words that wise Bacon, or breTa Baleigh spake; 
Or bid the new be English ages hence, 
(For use will father what's begot by sense) 
Pour the full tide of eloquence along, 
Serenely pure, and yet dirinely strong. 
Rich with the treasures of each foreign tongue; 
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Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine^ 
But show no mercy to an emj^ty line. 
Then polish all, with so much life and ease, 
You think 'tis Nature and a knack to please. 
But ease in writing flows from Art not chance, 
As those move easiest who have learned to dance. 

A. Pi 



VILLAGE SCHOOLMASTER. 

{The Deserted Village,) 

Bbsidb yon straggling fence that skirts the way, 
With blossomed furze unprofitably gay, 
There, in his noisy mansion, skilled to rule, 
The village master taught his little school ; 
A man severe he was, and stern to view, 
I knew him well, and every truant knew $ 
Well had tlie boding tremblers learned to trace 
The day*s disasters in his morning face ; 
Full well they laughed with counterfeited glee 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he ; 
Full well the busy whisper circling round, 
Conveyed the dismal tidings when he frowned ; 
Yet he was kind, or, if severe in aught, 
The love he bore to learning was in fault ; 
The village all declared how much he knew ; 
*Twa8 certain he could write and cypher too ; 
Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage, 
And even the story ran — that he could gauge ; 
In arguing too, the parson owned his skill. 
For even though vanquished, he could argue still ; 
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While worda of learned length and thundering sound 
Amaxed the gazing rustici ranged around, 
And still thej gazed, and still the wonder grew. 
That one small head could carry all be knew. 

O. GoldimUh. 



THE ENGLISH THEATRE. 

Prolo^e spoken hy Oarrick, at the opening of Drury Lane 

Theatre, 1747.) 

When Learning's triumph o*er her barbarous foes 
irst reared the stage, immortal Shakespeare rose ; 
!ach change of manj-coloured life he drew, 
Izhausted worlds, and then imagined new : 
Ixistence saw him spurn her bounded roign, 
jad panting time toiled after him in vain. 
[is powerful strokes presiding Truth impressed, 
Old unresisted Passion stormed the breast. 

Then Jonson came, instructed from the school, 
^o please in method, and invent by rule ; 
lis studious patience and laborious art 
\y regular approach assailed the heart : 
k)ld Approbation gave the lingering bays, 
i'or those, who durst not censure, scarce could praise. 
L mortal bom, he met the general doom, 
(ut left, like Egypt's kings, a lasting tomb. 

The wits of Charles found easier ways to fame, 
for wished for Jonson*s art, or Shakespeare's flame, 
liemselTes they studied, as they felt they writ ; 
Qtrigue was plot, obscenity was wit. 
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Tira nlicBji found a lympBthetio friend i 
Thej pleased Ihsir age, and did not aim to mend. 
Tet bardi Lke tlieae aapired to luting pimin, 
And proudlj hoped to pimp in future day*. 
TUeir csiue was general, their supports irsre strong 
Their slares vera willing, aod their reign was longi 
Till Slmmc regtuncd the post that Sense betrajed, 
And Virtue called Oblixion lober lid. 

Then, crashed bj rules, and weakened as reSned, 
For years the power of Tragedy declbed : 
From bard to bard the frigid caution crept. 
Till DeclaniBtion roared, whilst Passion slept ; 
Tet still did Tirlue deign the stSffe to trewl. 
Philosophy remained, though Xature fled. 
But farced, at length, her anoient reign to quit. 
She saw great Faurtui lay the ghoat of Wit; 
Exulting Folly hailed the joyful day. 
And Pantomime and Song cooBmiBd her sway. 

But who the coming changes can presage. 
And mark the future periods of the Stage? 
Perliaps, if skill could distant times eiplore, 
New Behns, now Durfeys, yet remain in store j 
Perliapa where Lear has raved, and Hamlet died. 
On flying oars new BorcBrara may ride : 
Perhapa {for who can gueas th" effect* of ohaace ?) 
Here Hunt may boi, or Mahomet may dsnoe. 

Hard is his lot that, hero by Fortune plM«d, 
Must watch the wild ricitsitudes of tagt«i 
With every mctorof caprice must play. 
And chase the new-blown bubbles of the d*;. 
All ! let not Censure term our fate our choice, 
The atage but echoes back the public loics ; 
The drama's laws, the drama's petrona giT'«, 
For we that live lo please, must pl^aae to lira. 




Then prompt no mora the folliM jon deeij, 
li tjrants doom their tooli of guilt to die g 
Til Your*, thii Dight, to bid ths reign commence 
If reKoed Niiiire and reTiTJag Seme ; 
To ebaw tbe cbanni of Sound, the pomp of Show, 
.'or ueefnl Mirtli vid uJutarj Woe ; 
lid Nenio Virtue form Ihe riling age, 
Ind Truth diBVue her radiance from the itage. 






THE SAME. 

(Imitation* af Soraet ; Epitllet, bk. iL 1.) 

Tbibb atill rFmainitomonifj a Wit, 
The many-headed Honiter of the Fit : 
A seneelen, wortUcei, and unhonourad crowd. 
Who, to diitort) tbeir bettera mightj proud. 
Clattering their (ticks before ten linea are apoke. 
Call for the fiutw, the bear, or the black-joke. 
What dear delight to Britoni farce affords 1 
Bver the toate of moba, bat nov of lords ; 
(Tarte, that eternal wsnderer, which fliea 
Prom beads to ears, and now from ean to eyes) 
The Plajr stands still ; damn action and discourse ! 
Back fl; the scene*, and enter foot and hone ; 
Pageants on pageaots in long order drawn, 
Feen, Heralds, Bishops, ermine, gold, and lawn ; 
The Champion too 1 and, to complete the jest, 
Old Edward's armour beams on Cibbei's breatt. 
Witb lAugfaler rare Democritos had died. 
Had he bthdd an andtanoe g^ie so wide. 
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Let bear or elepbsnt be s'er so whits, 
The people, aure, tlie people are the light t 
Ah luitklva Poet ! atratcli tbj lungs and ratx, 
Tliat bear or dcpbant ahsll heed thee more. 
While «11 iU throats the Gallerj extends, 
And all the tliUndor oF the Fit ucenda t 
Loud aa the wolves on Orcas' itormj steep, 
Ilontl to the roaringa of the northern deep ; 
Such is the aliout, t)ie long-appUuding note. 
At Quill's high plumo, or Oldfield'i pettiooat i 
Or when from Court a birth-dsj suit bestowed. 
Sinks the tost actor in the tawdry load. 
Booth enters — hark ! the universal peal 1 
' But has he spoken ?' Not a ayllabte. 
What shook the stage, and made the people rtars P 
Cato's long wig, flunered gown, and laoquered diair. 
A.Pttft. 



THE DESCENT OF ODIN. 

(^« Ode. From tie Nortt Zbat^x*.) 

Upbobb the king of men with speed. 
And saddled atraigbt hia coal-blade slMdj 
Down the jawning ateep he rode. 
That leads to Hela'a drear abode. 
Him the dog of dsrkness ipied ; 
His >bagg7 throat he opened wide, 
(While &om fail jaws, with aam«ge filled, 
Foam and human gore distilled:) 
Hoane he bays with hideous din, 
Eyes that glow, and &iigs that grin; 
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And long punuM with fruitlew jM, 

The btfaer of the powerful ipelL 

Onward itdl hij waj he take*, 

(The gruaning earth beneaUi him (btke*,) 

Tm full before hii fearleu tjt» 

The portals nine of hell arise. 

Bight against the ea«tam gate, 
Bjr the moH-grown pile he sate ; 
Where long of fore to sleep was laid 
The dust of tha prophetic maid. 
Faciog to the DDrthem dime, 
Thrice he traced the Bunio rhjme ; 
Thrice pronounced, in accents dread. 
The thrilliag ' verse that wakes the dead : 
Til> from out the hoUow ground 
Blowlj breathed a iuUen eouod. 



Wbst call unknown, what charms presume 
To break the quiet of the tomb ? 
Who thus afflicts my troubled sprite, 
And drags me from the retdms of night F 
Long on these mouldering bones hare beat 
The winter's snow, the summer's heat, 
The drenching dews, and driring rain ! 
Let me, let me sleep again. 
Who is be, with Toice imbleat. 
That Mils me from the bed of rest ? 



A tiBTeller, to thee unknown. 
It he tliat oalls, a warrior's ton. 
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Thou the deeds of light ihklt kaoir ; 
TsU me what ii done below, 
For whom jod glittering board i* *pn 
Dreued for whom yon golden bed 7 



Maotlmg in the goblet «ee 
The pure beremge of the bes : 
O'er it hangs the shield of gold \ 
'Til the drink of Balder bold : 
Balder'* head to death ia girea. 
Pain can reach the soni of hearei 
Uowilling I m; Up* unoloM : 
LeaTe me, Imts me to repoae. 



Onoe again taj call obej, 
Frophetew, ariee, and aaj, 
What dangen Odin'i child await, 
Who the author of hii fat« P 



In Hoder'a hand the hero's doom ; 
His brother send* him to the tomb. 

How m; wearj lips I close : 
Leave ma, leare me to repose. 



Prophet«ss, my spell obej, 
Onoe again arise, and saj. 
Who th' areDger of hi* guilt, 
Bj whom ahall Hodar'f blood b« apiltF 
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In the csTcnu of tbe w«*t, 
"Bj Odin'a fierce embrace oompreet, 
A iroodrous boj (hall Binda bear, 
Wlio ne'er dull comb hit raven hair, 
Ifor ira*b hi* Tinge in the itTeain, 
Kor tee the iim'a departing beam, 
Till he on Eoder*! cone shall imile 
Flaming on the funeral pile. 
How \aj nehxj lips I oloee : 
LeaTe me, leave me to repoee. 



Yet a while mj c^l obey ; 
Prophetsae, awake, and nj. 
What -ritf^ia theie, in ipeecbleea woe. 
That band to earth with lolema brow, 
That their flaiea tieesea tear. 
And enow; veil* that float in air? 
Tell me whence their eorraws roae : 
Then 1 leave thee to reapoM, 



Ha I no traTeller art thon. 
King of men, I know thee now ; 
Hightieat of a mightf line 



Ko boding maid of fkill dirine 
Alt tboo, DOT piopheteM of good i 
But moti>«r of the giant taMd 1 
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Hie thee hence, and booit st home, 
That rerer shitU inquirer come 
To break inj iron-sleep agiuQ ; 
Till Iiok hu bunt hit tenfold chnin ; 
NeTSr, till lulMtiuitiBl Night 
Hiu reouumed her ancient right i 
Till wrapt in flame*, in ruin hnrled, 
Sinks tli« fabric of the world. 

T. Oraf. 



When the Britiih warrior qaeen. 
Bleeding from the Koman rodi, 

Sought Titli an indignant miBD, 
Counsel nf her oounOy'a goda. 

Sage beneath a apreading oak 
Sat the Druid, hoarj chiefs 

Ererj burning word he apoke 
FuU of isgeaad fuUof grief: 

' Princoaa '. if our agM ejrea 

Weep upon th; matiililea* wrongi, 

'Tia because reeentmant tiea 
All the terrora of our tongue*. 

' Rome ahall perieh, — write thftt word 
In the blood that (he ba* apilt i 

Feriab hopele** and abbornd. 
Deep ia ruin at in guilt. 
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' Boma for ampin fiu- renowned, 

Tramplei on ft thouiand rtatM, 
SooD her pride ehBll kiea the ground, — 

Eu-k ! the Osul ii at her gatw. 

' Other Bonuuw ihtd) uim, 

HeedlaM of a •oldier'i name, 
Sound*, not amu, shall win the priie, 

Bannonj the path to fame. 

' Thea the progenj that spHng* 

From the foreata of our land, 
Armed with thunder, olad with wing*, 

Shall a wider world eonunand. 

* B«gionB Cbskt nerer knew, 

Thj porteritj shall iway. 
Where hie eaglai nerwflew, 

None inrinoiblB a* thtrf.' 

Such the bard'a prophetM words, 

Pregnant with calaatial Are, 
Banding as ha iwept the ohotdt 

Of hie iweet but awful Ijra. 

She with all a monarch'! pride. 

Felt them in her boaom ^ow, 
Bnahsd to battle, fought and diad, 

Djiiig, hurled them at the Ibe. 

Buffiani, pitilaH aa proud, 

HesTen awards Qte Tengeaooe doe j 

Empire it on us bestowed. 
Shame and ruin wait fbr foa 1 

W. Covptr. 
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BRUCE TO HIS TROOPS ON THE EVE OF 
BATTLE OF BANNOCKBURN. 

Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled, 
Soots, wham Bruce has aften led ; 
Welcome to your gory bed, 
Or to victory ! 

Now's the day and now's the hour : 
See the front o' battle lower : 
See approach proud Edward's power — 
Chains and slavery ! 

Wha will be a traitor-knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave P 
Wha sae base as be a slave? 
Let him turn and flee 1 

Wha for Scotland's king and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw, 
Freeman stand, or freeman &/ 
Let him follow me ! 

By oppression's woes and paina I 
By your sons in servile chains ! 
We will drain our dearest veins 
But they shall be free ! 

Lay the proud usurpers low ! 
Tyrants fittll in every foe ! 
Liberty's in every blow !*• 
Let ui do or die I 



BOOK THB SBCOND. 188 



ON THE LOSS OF THE ROYAL GEORGE. 

Toll for the brare ! 

The brsTe that are no more ! 
All sunk beneath the ware, 

Fast by their native shore I 

Eight hundred of the brare. 

Whose courage well was tried, 

Had made the yessel heel, 

And laid her on her side ; 

A land breeze shook the shrouds, 

And she was orerset ; 
Down went the Royal George, 

With all her crew complete. 

Toll for the brare ! 

Brave Kempcnfelt is gone ; 
His lost sea-fight is fought ; 

His work of glory done. 

It was not in the battle ; 

No temptest gave the shock ; 
She sprang no fatal leak ; 

She ran upon no rock : 

His sword was in its sheath ; 

His fingers held the pen, 
When Kempenfelt went down, 

With twice four hundred men. 
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Weigh the yessel up, 

Once dreaded by our foes ! 

And mingle with our cup 

The tear that England owes. 

Her timbers yet are sound, 

And she may float again 
Full-charged with England's thunder. 

And plough the distant main. 

But Kempenfelt is gone ; 

His yiotories are o*er ; 
And he and his eight hundred 

Shall plough the waye no more. 

W, Cowper, 



THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORE 
AT CORUNNA. 

Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note, 
As his corpse to the ramparts we hurried ; 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
0*er the graye where our hero we buried. 

We buried him darkly at dead of night, 
The sods with our bayonets turning ; 

By the struggling moonbeam's misty light. 
And the lantern dimly burning. 

No useless cofBn enclosed his breast, 
Not in sheet nor in shroud we wound him ; 

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest 
With liis martial cloak around him. 




Few and ihort irne the pttkjtm we laid, 

AQd we gpoke not > word of •orraw, 
But we iteodbatly gusd oa the fw» that wM dead, 

And «a bitterlj thought of the morrow. 

We thought a» we hollowed hi* narrow bed, 

And imoathed down hii lonelj pillow, 
That the foe and the stmnger would tread o'er hii hra.l. 

And we &r away on the billow '. 

Lightly thej'U talk of the ipirit that'a gone. 

And o'er hia cold aehee upbraid him, — 
But little he'll reck, if the; let him ileep on 

In the gntve where » Britoo hsa bud him. 

But half of our heavy laik waa done 

When the clock atruck the hour for retiring .- 
And wo heard the diAUnt and random gun 

That the foe wa» luUeuly firing. 
Slowly and sadly we laid him down. 

From tlie field of lii* fame fresh and goi; ; 
We orred not a line, and we raised not a atone — 

But we left him alone wiih hia glory. 

C. Wolff. 



(Wriltm in Ihti bi^innimg of tha gear 17*6.) 

How sleep the brare, who aink to rest 
By all their country's wiKlies bleated I 
When spring, with dewy Qngers cold. 
Returns to deck their hallowed mould, 
She there shall dross a sweeter aod 
Ihan &ncy'a feet bare arer trod. 
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By fairy hands their knell is rung ; 
By forms unseen their dirge is sung ; 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim grey, 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay ; 
And Freedom shall awhile repair, 
To dwell, a weeping hermit^ there ! 

JF. Cottim$, 



THE AFFLICTION OF MARGARET. 

Whebb art thou, my beloT^d Son, 
Where art thou, worse to me than dead ? 
Oh, find me, prosperous or undone ! 
Or, if the grave bo now thy bod, 
Why am I ignorant of the same 
That I may rest; and neither blame 
Nor sorrow may attend thy name ? 

Seren years, alas ! to have receired 
No tidings of an only child ; 
To hare despaired, and have beliered, 
And be for eyennore beguiled ; 
Sometimes with thoughts of rery bliss ! 
I catch at them, and then I miss ; 
Was eyer darkness like to this ? 

He was among the prime in worth. 
An object beauteous to behold ; 
Well bom, well bred; I sent him forth 
Ingenuous, innocent, and bold : 




If tiling! enined that wantad gimce, 
Ai hkth been nid, the; were Dot bw« ; 
And nerer blush wu on my fice. 

Ah ! little doth the Tonng-one dream, 
When full of pla; and childish cam. 
What power i* in hii wildcat >cre(UD, 
Heard b; his Uotber unswarca 1 
He knows it not, he cannot gneas : 
Yean to a mother bring diilresa ; 
But do not make her loTe the leu. 

Neglect m« ! no, I luiTered )ong 
From that ill thought ; and, being blind. 
Said, ' Pride ahall help me in mj wrong ; 
Eind mother huTe I been, aa kind 
Ai erer breathed :' and that ii true ; 
I'tc wet my patli with tears like dew, 
Weeping for him when no one knew. 

My Son, if thou be humbled, poor, 
Hopeless of honourand of gain, 
Oh ! do not dread thy mother's door ; 
Think not of me irith grief and pain ; 
I now can aee with better eyes ; 
And worldly grandeur t despise. 
And fortune with her gifts and b'es. 

Alas ! the fowls of Heaven bare wings. 
And blasts of Heaven will aid their flight ; 
They mount — how short a voyage brings 
The wanderers back to tlieir delight I 
Chains tie ut down by land and sea ; 
And wiahea, rain as mine, may be 
All that is left to oomfort thee. 
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Perhaps >om« dungeon hesra thM gnMn, 
Maimed, mangled b; inbuiuui maoi 
Or thou upon a deaort thrown 
Inherilwt tlie Lion's den ; 
Or ba>t he«D sammoned to the deep, 
Xhou, Thou and all th; nutee, to keep 
An incommuiiicable sleep. 

I look for Qhosia ; but none will foroe 
Their «a; to ma ;— 'tii falael; said 
That there was erer iutorcourse 
Uotwecn the hring and Che dead; 
For, surelj, theo I ahould hare eight 
Of Him I wail for day and night, 
With love nod longings iuQnite. 

M; apprehensions come in orowds: 
1 dread the rviatling of the grasa i 
The ter; ahadows of the clouds 
Have power to shake me as tliej paw : 
I question things, and do not find 
One that will answer to mj mind ; 
And all tlie world appears unkind. 

Beyond participation lie 

Mj troubles, and bejond relief: 









The; pit; me, and not m; griefs 
Then come to me, mj Son, or aend 
Some tidings that m; woes ma; end; 
I have no oilier eartbl; friend ! 

W. W«rdtwor1k._ 
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ELEGY ON 
CAPTAIN MATTHEW HENDERSON. 



O Dbath I thou tyrant fell and bloody ! 
The meikle deyil wi' a woodie 
Haurl thee hame to his black smiddie, 

O'er hurcheon hides, 
And like stockfish came o'er his studdie 

Wi* thy auld sides ! 



He's gane ! he's gane ! he's frae ns torn. 

The ae best fellow e'er was bom ! 

Thee, Matthew, Nature's sel' shall mourn 

By wood and wild, 
Where, haply. Pity strays forlorn, 

Frae man exiled. 



Ye hills, near neibours o* the stams, 
That proudly cock your cresting cairns ! 
Ye clifis, the haunts of sailing yearns. 

Where Echo slumbers ! 
Come join, ye Nature's sturdiest bairns, 

My wailing numbers ! 




POSTS WAlt. 

Honrn, ilka grove tha ciuhkt keni I 
Ye hazellj shaws uid briery dens ! 
Ye bumiea, wiioplin' dovn jour glent, 

Wi' toddliD' din. 

Or taamisg atnuig, «i' hutj atena, 

Frae lin to liu. 

MouTD, little harebelli o'er the lea ; 
Ye atstel; foiglorca, fair to aee ; 
Xe iToodbinei, hanging boonilla 

In BContod boirora ; 
Te roaai on jour tliurnj tree, 

The firat o' flowen. 

At dawn, when e*erj graaa; bUde 
Droopa with a diamond at ita head. 
At eren, when beana their fragraooe ahed, 
I' tbe ruatling gale, 
Ye maukina, whiddin' through the glade. 
Come join mj wftil ! 

Uoum, je wee songstara o' the wood g 
Ye grouM, that crap the heather bad ; 
Te ourlewi, calling thmiigb a olud ; 

Ye whistling plover; 

And moom, je whirring paitrick brood — 

He's gane for ever I 

Mourn, soot; coots, and speckled teala ; 
Ye flsher herons, watching eels ; 
Ye duck and drake, wi' airj wheels 

Circling the take ( 
Ye bittsmi, till the quagmire reel*, 

B^ for Itia take I 




HoaiD, dun'ring ctaiki ftt doM o' dsf , 
'Mug BekU o' flowering doTer gaj j 
And when ;> ving jour aonuttl wkj 
Fne our eauld ahore, 
T«U tbM fitr warldi, whs lie* in daj, 
Wham we deplore. 

Te boiil«U, fme jour itj bower, 
In Mine auld tree, or eldritch tower. 
What time the moon, wi' lilent glower. 
Beta up her horn, 
Wail through Iho drear; midoight hour 
Till waukrife mom I 

O riTen, fomts, hille, and plains ! 
Oft haTS je beard mj cant; atiaini : 
But now, what eUe for me remaine 
But talea of woe P 
And frae m; e'en the diapping raini 
Maun ever flow. 

Mourn, Spring, tboa darling of the ;ear I 
nk oowilip cup ahall kep a (ear ; 
l^n Simmer, wliils each comj' epear 
Shoot* up it* head, 
Vbj gaj, green, flower; tresae* ibear 
For him that'* dead! 

Tiun, Aatunm, wi' thj jellow hair. 
In grief thj iwallow mantle tear! 
Them, Winter, burling through Uia air 

Tbe roaring bla*t^ 

Wide o'er tbe naked world declare 

Tbe worth we're loit! 
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Mourn him, thon Sun, great sooroe of light 
Mourn, Empress of the silent night ! 
And you, ye twinkling Stamies bright. 

My Matthew mourn ! 
For through your orbi he*s ta*en his flight, 

Ke'er to return. 

O Henderson! the man! — the brother! 
And art thou gone, and gone for erer? 
And hast thou crossed that unknown riTer, 

Life's dreaiy bound ? 
Like thee, where shall I find another. 

The world around ? 

Go to your sculptured tombs, ye great, 
In a' the tinsel trash o* state ! 
But by thy honest turf 1*11 wait. 

Thou man of worth ! 
And weep the ae best fellow's fate 

E*er lay in earth. 



R. Bmrm 



THE QUARREL. 

( ChrUiabeL) 

Alas ! they had been Mends in youth ; 
But whispering tongues can poiBon tratb ; 
And constancy liyet in realms above i 
And life is thorny I and youth is wn } 
And to be wroth with one we Ioto, 
Doth work like madness in the bndn. 
And thus itohanoed, as I dinne^ 
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With Sobutd ud Sir IiMdins. 
Exth apaka wordi of high diadkia 
And innilt to hit hsart'i best brothsr : 
Thej put«d — ae'm to meet aguD ! 
Bnt uaTsr eithsr fooad uiother 
To free the hollow heart from paining— 
The; ilood aloof, the wax* remainitig. 
Like olitTi which had been rent aaunder g 
A draai7 sea now fiowi between g — 
Bat neither heat, nor froet, nor thunder. 
Shall whollj do BWB7, 1 ween. 
The ma^i of that which onoe hath been. 

8. T. Col^ridgt. 



THE RECONCILIATION. 
(2^ Sanu.) 
' Nat, bj mj aonll' aaid Leoline. 
* Ho 1 Braey I the bard, the charge be thine I 
Go thou, with moaie iwaet and loud. 
And take two ateeda with trappings proud. 
And take the jonth whom thou bv'at best 
To bear thj harp, and learD th; long, 
And clothe jou both in aolemn Teat, 
And over the mountaina haate along, 
Leat wandering folk, that are abroad. 
Detain joa on the ralle; road. 
And when hi haa emaied the Irthing flood, 
Hj meiTj bard ! he haatea, he haatea 
Up Knomn Hoor, through Halegarth Wood, 
And reachca aoon that oaatle good 
Which ataoda and thraatana Soodand'a waitaa. 
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* Bard Bracy ! bard Bracj 1 jour homes are fleet. 

Ye must ride up the hall, your music so sweet. 

More loud than your horses* echoing feet ! 

And loud and loud to Lord Roland call. 

Thy daughter is safe in Langdale Hall ! 

Thy beautiful daughter is safe and firee— 

Sir Leoline greets thee thus through me. 

He bids thee come without delay 

With all thy numerous array ; 

And take thy loTely daughter home : 

And he will meet thee on the way 

With all his numerous array 

White with their panting palfreys* foam : 

And by mine honour ! I will say, 

That I repent me of the day 

When I spake words of fierce disdain 

To Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine ! 

— For since that eyil hour hath flown. 

Many a summer's sun hath shone ; 

Tet ne*er found I a friend again 

Like Roland de Yaiix of Tryermaine 1* 

8, T, CoUndge, 



JOHN ANDERSON, MY JO. 

• 

JoHir AvDBKSOK, my jo, John, 
When we were first aoquent. 

Your locks were like the raren, 
Your bonnie brow was brent ; 
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But now yoar brow is beld, John, 

Tour locks are like tbe snaw ; 
But blessings on jour frosty pow, 

John Anderson, my jo. 

John Anderson, my jo, John, 

We clamb the hill thegither ; 
And mony a canty day, John, 

We've had wi' ane anither : 
Now we maun totter down, John, 

But hand in hand we'll go ; 
And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Anderson, my jo. 

B, Burnt, 



THE DOG AND THE WATER-LILY. 

The noon was shady, and soft airs 

Swept Ouse's silent tide. 
When, 'scaped from literary cares, 

I wandered on his side. 

My spaniel, prettiest of his race, 

And high in pedigree, 
(Two nymphs adorned with erery grace 

That spaniel found for me). 

Now wantoned lost in flags and reeds, 

Now starting into sight. 
Pursued the swallow o'er the meads 

With scarce a slower flight. 
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It was the time when Oubc displnyed 

His lilies newlj blown ; 
Their beauties I intent surreyed, 

And one I wished my own. 

> 

With cane ext.ended far I sought 

To steer it close to land ; 
But still the prize, so nearly caught, 

Escaped my eager hand. 

Beau marked my unsuccessful pains 

With fixed considerate face, 
And puzzling set his puppy brains 

To comprehend the case. 

But with a cherup clear and strong, 

Dispersing all his dream, 
I thence withdrew, and followed long 

The windings of the stream. 

My ramble ended, I returned ; 

Beau, trotting far before, 
The floating wreath again discerned, 

And plunging left the shore. 

I saw him with that lily cropped 

Impatient swim to meet 
My quick approach, and soon he dropped 

The treasure at my feet. 

Charmed with the si(2;ht. The world, I cried, 

Shall hear of this thy deed : 
My dog shall mortify the pride 

Of man*s superior breed ; 




SOOX TBS SKOKD. 

But chief mjwlf I will etyoto, 

Amke at datj'a call. 
To ihow a lore a> prompt ■• thine 



FIDELITY. 

A BiBEDTO touiiil the Shophgrd hcara, 
A 07 a* of • dog or fox ; 
He halt* — and warchea with hia ejaa 
Among the Mattered rocka ; 
And now at '*"'*"" can dixem 
A itiiring ia a brake of fern j 
And inelantlj a dog ia teeo, 
Qlandng Ihroagh that oorett giMn. 

The Dog ii not of mountain breed ; 

Itt motioni, too, are wild and ahy t 

With lomething, aa the Shepherd thinki, 

Unninal in ita C17 : 

Nor ii thera aoj one in tight 

All ronnd, in hollow or on height 1 

Nor ehout, nor whistle drikee hia bu ; 

What ii the Creatare doing here ? 

It wai a oore^ a huge receM, 

That keepa, till Jane, DMeuber'i mow 1 

A loft; pradpice in front, 

A lilnit tun below I 



148 POBrS WALK. 

Far in the bosom of HeWelljii, 
Remote from public road or dwelling, 
Pathway, or cultivated land ; 
From trace of human foot or hand. 

There sometimcB doth a leaping fish 
Send through the tarn a lonely cheer ; 
The crags repeat the rayen^s croak, 
In symphony austere ; 
Thither the rainbow comes — the cloud — 
And mists that spread the flying shroud ; 
And sunbeams ; and the sounding blast, 
That, if it could, would hurry past ; 
But that enormous barrier binds it fast. 

Not free from boding thoughts, a while 
Tlie Shepherd stood : then makes his way 
Towards the Dog, o*er rocks and stones. 
As quickly as he may ; 
Nor far had gone before he found 
A human skeleton on the ground ; 
The appalled discoverer with a sigh 
Looks round, to learn tlie history. 

From those abrupt and perilous rocks 

The Man had fallen, that place of fear ! 

At length upon the Shepherd's mind 

It breaks, and all is dear : 

He instantly recalled the name, 

And who lie was, and whence he came ; 

Kemembered, too, the very day 

On which the traveller passed this way. 

But hear a wonder, for whose sake 
This lamentable tale I tell ! 
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X luting inoniiinmt of wordi 

Thii wonder merita well. 

The Dog, which still wu hoTsriDg nigh, 

BapeBting the nme timid orj, 

Thij Dog, h^ b«en through three moothi' ipftM 

A. dweller in that KTsge pUce. 

Yet, proor wa> plain that, aiDco the daj 
When Ihi* iU-fatod tnieller died, 
The Dog had watched about the ipot, 
Or b; hii Maater'a side : 
How nouriahed here through «uch laag time 
He knuwa, who gare that lore aublimo i 
And gave that atrength of feeliog, great 
A bore all human eatimate. 

JT. Wordiaorlh. 



All thoughta, all paaiiona, all deliglita 
Whatever atira thia mortal frame, 
All are hutmtniater* of Lots, 

And feed hta aacred flame- 
Oft in my waking dreama do I 
LJTe o'er a^in tlint happy honr, 
When midway on the mount I laj, 

Beaida the mined tower. 

Tlie moonshine, atealing o'er the eceue, 
Had blended with tlie lighU of ere ; 
And ahe wu there, my hope, my joy, 
Hy own dear Qenenere ! 
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She leaned against the armM man. 
The statue of the arm^d knight ; 
She stood and listened to mj lay, 
Amid the lingering light. 

Few sorrows hath she of her own, 
Mj hope ! my joj ! my Genevieve ! 
She loyes me best, whene'er I sing 
The songs that make her griere. 

I played a soft and doleful air, 
I sang an old and moving story— 
An old rude song, that suited well 
That ruin wild and hoary. 

She listened with a flitting blush, 
With downcast eyes and modest grace ; 
For well she knew, I coidd not choose 
But gaze upon her face. 

I told her of the Enight that wore 
Upon his shield a burning brand ; 
And that for ten long years he wooed 
The Lady of the Land. 

I told her how he pined ; and ah ! 
The deep, the low, the pleading tone 
With wliich I sang another's love. 
Interpreted my own. 

She listened with a flitting blush, 
With downcast eyes, and modest grace ; 
And she forgave me, that I gazed 
Too fondly on her fieico ! 



k 
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But whsn I told the erati Mom 
Tlut cnxed that bold nd lorelj Enighr, 
ADd that be croMed tht mountain-wiiodi, 
Nor reated d»; nor night t 



H itartiii; op at once 
In greoD and innny (lade, — 

Them came and looked him in the face 
An angel beautiful and bright ; 
And that he knev it wh * Fiend, 
Thii miieniblo Kniglit t 

And that unknowing what he did, 
He Intped amid a murderoui bftnd. 
And MTed from outrage worse than death 
Tha Lad; of the Land I— 

And how >he wept, and clseped hi> knaea ; 
And how ihe tended him in Tain — 
And over (troTe to eipiale 

The Morn that cnued hia bmin ; — 

And that she nuned him in a cave ; 

And how hii m&dne» went awa;, 

Wlien on the yellow /oreit leaves 

A dying mun ho la; ; — 

lli» dying wordi — but when I reachod 

Thut tenderett drain of all tlie ditt;, 

M; Altering Toioa and pausing liarp 

DittUTbed her loul with pitj ! 
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All impuUei of aoul uid mdm 
Had thrilled my guilelesa QeoBTieve ; 
Ibe musio, and the doleful tale, 
The rich and balmy eve ; 

And hopea, and feon thnt kiodle hope. 
An undislinguishable throng, 
And gentle wishes, long lubdueil, 
Subdued and cheriahed long! 

She wept with pitj and delight, 
She blushed with love, and virgin shame ; 
And lilio the murmur of a dream, 
I heard her breathe my name. 

Her boBom beared — she stept aside. 

As conscious of inj look she itept — 

Then suddenly, with timorous eye 

She fled to me and wept. 

She hair enclosed me with her arms, 
She praised me with a meel embmce ; 
And bending back her head, looked up. 
And gazed upon my face. 

'Tiras partly lore, and partly fear, 
And partly 'twas a bashful art. 
That I might rather feel than see. 
Tile swelling of lier heart. 

I calmed hor fears, and sbo waa calm. 
And told lior Ioto with virgin-pride ; 
And so I won my Ooiievieve, 

Jty bright and beauteous Bride. 

S. T. ColirHs'- 
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KINDNESS TO DUMB ANIMALS. 

{HaH-Leap Well.) 

* Gray-headed Shepherd, thou hast spoken well ; 
Small difierenoe lies between thy creed and mine : 
This Beast not unobserved bj Nature fell ; 
His death was mourned bj sympathy divine. 

' The Being, that is in the clouds and air, 
That is in the green leaves among the groves, 
Maintains a deep and reverential care 
For the unoffending creatures whom he loves. 

' The Pleasure-house is dust : — behind, before, 
This is no common waste, no common gloom ; 
But Nature, in due course of time, once more 
Shall here put on her beauty and her bloom. 

* She leaves these objects to a slow decay, 

That what we are, and have been, may be known ; 
But, at the coming of the milder day. 
These monuments shall all be overgrown. 

* One lesson. Shepherd, let us two divide. 

Taught both by what she shows, and what conceals. 
Never to blond our pleasure or our pride 
With sorrow of the meanest thing that feels.' 

W, Wordsworth. 
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KUBLA KHAN. 

In Xanadu did Eubla Eban 

A stately pleasiire-dome decree : 

Where Alph, the sacred river, run 

Through caTcriid measureless to man 

Down to a sunless sea. 
So twice five miles of fertile ground 
With walls and towers were girdled round : 
And here were gardens bright with sinuous rillB 
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree ; 
And hero were forests ancient as the hills, 
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 

But oh ! that deep romantic chasm which slanted 

Down the green hill athwart a cedam cover! 

A savage place ! as holy and enchanted 

As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted 

By woman wailing for her demon-lover ! 

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil teethin 

As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 

A mighty fountain momently was forced : 

Amid whose swift half-intcrmitted burst 

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 

Or chafly grain beneath the thresher^s fiail : 

And 'mid those dancing rocks at once and ever 

It flung up momently the sacred river, 

Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 

Through wood and dale the sucred river ran, 

Then reached the caverns measureless to man, 

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean : 
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And 'mid thii tomult Kobla heard from far 
Anoestnl Toioei propbMfing war ! 

The ihadoir of the dome of pleuure 

Floated midvaj on the warea ; 

Where wa» hewd the mingled measure 

From the fountain and the care*. 
It waa a miracle of rare deTice, 
A *iuiD7 |ileMiiT«-dcime with ea*M of ice 1 

A danuel with a dnldmer 
In a Tision ODoe I law : 
It va( an Abjuiaiau maid. 
And on her dulcimer ahe plajed, 
Binging of Uount Abora. 
Could I reTiTB within me 
Her ajmphonj and aong, 
To such a deep delight 'twould win loe. 
That with mniio loud and long, 
I would build that dome in air. 
That auDDj dome ! thote caTss of icf! 
And all who heard ahould ace them there, 
And iH ahould crj-, Beware 1 Beware ! 
Hia Baahing ejes, hia floating hair, 
WoATe * circle ntund him thrice, 

And duM jour ejoa with hoi; dread, 
For he on honej-dew hath fed. 
And drunk the milk of Faradiee. 

a. T. Coltrt 
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ELEGY WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY 
CHURCHYARD. 

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd winds slowly o*er the lea, 

Tlie ploughman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaTes the world to darkness and to me. 

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight, 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight. 
And drowsy tinklings lull the dist&nt folds : 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 

Of such as, wandering near her secret bower, 
Molest her ancient solitary reign. 

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree*B shade. 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap, 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 
The rude forefathers of the hafnlet sleep. 

The breezy call of incense-breathing mom. 
The swallow twittering from the straw-built shed, 

The cock*s shrill clarion, or the echoing horn. 
No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed. 

For them no more the blazing hearth shall bum, 
Or busy housewife ply her evening care ; 

No children run to lisp their sire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to shaw. 




^■1 


BJ 
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Oil did the h&rreit to thsir nokle jield, 

Their fomw oft the stabbom glabe hu broke : 

How jocund did thej drije their teun kfleld ! 

How bowed the woodi beseath their etuid; atrokc I 

Let Dot mmbitioQ mock their u««ful toil. 
Their homelj joja, uid dettinj ubeoure i 

Nor gruideur hnr with • djedoinfal nuile 
The ihort Mid nmple umal* of the poor. 

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
And all that beautj, all that wealth e'er gare, 

A •rait alike tb' iaevit«ble hour. 

The path* of glory lead but to the gniTe. 

Nor yoa, je proud, impute to Ihciw the lault, 
If memory o'er their tomb no trophie* raise, 

Where through the long-drawn aiala and fretted vauli 
The pealing anthem iwelli the note of praiee. 

Can itoried urn, Or animated bnat, 
Back to ita manoioD call the fleeting breath ? 

Can honour'g roice proroke the silent duet. 
Or flattery Mothe the dull oold ear of death ? 

Ferhapi in tbii neglected spot is laid 

Some heart onoe pngnant with celestial Sre ; 

Hands, that the rod of empire might hare awajeil, 
Or waked lo fMtj the Uring l;re : 

But Knowledge to their ejee her ample page 
Bich with the spoils of time did ne'er unroll ; 

Chill penniT repressed their noble rage. 
And froze the genial current of the soul. 
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Full many a gem of purest raj serene 
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear : 

Full manj a flower is born to blush unseen. 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 

Some Tilloge-Hanipden, that, with dauntlesB breasti 
The little tjrant of his fields withstood. 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest, 
Some Cromwell guiltless of his country's blood. 

Th* applause of listening senates to command. 
The threats of pain and ruin to deepise, 

To scatter plenty o*er a smiling land, 
And read their history in a nation's eyes. 

Their lot forbade : nor circumscribed alone 

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined ; 

Forbade to wade thro' slaughter to a throne. 
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind, 

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide, 
To quench the blushes of ingenuoua shame, 

Or heap the shrine of luxury and pride 
With incense kindled at the Muse's flame. 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife. 
Their sober wishes never learned to stray ; 

Along the cool sequestered vale of life 
They kept the noiseless tenor of their way. 

Yet ev'n these bones Arom insult to proteot 
Some frail memorial still erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless soolptare 4ffcif<w^, 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 
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Tlieir name, their jmn, Bpelt b; th' nnletterad Hum, 

Tlie plsce of fame and elegj >uppl; : 

And matij a. hoij teit around >be Blrewa, 

That teueh the nutio mortlut to die. 

Fur who, to dumb forgetfulneu a proj. 
This pleasing aniious being e'er reiigned, 

I-ctt the warm precincls of tlis eheerful daj, 
Nor cut one longing lingering look behind ? 

Ou some fond breast the parting soul relies. 
Some pious drops the closing eje requires ; 

E'en from the tomb the Voice of nature cries, 
E'en in our ashei lj« their wonted fires. 

For thee, who, mbdful of th' unlionoured dead. 
Dost in these lines their artless tola relate ; 

If chance, by lorkelj contemplation led. 
Some kindred spirit shall inquire thj fate, — 

Uaplj some hoary-headed swain may say, 
' Oft hare we seen him at the peep of dawn 

Brushing with hasty steps the dewa away, 
To meet the sun upon the upland lawn : 

'There at the foot of yonder nodding beech. 
That wreatJies its old &nlastie roots so high. 

Hia liitlsn length at noontide would he stretoh. 
And pore npon the brook that babbles hj. 

' Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, 
Huttering his wayward loncies he would rore i 

]Tow drooping, woful-wao, like one foidom. 

Or CTM«d with care, or crossed in hopeles* lore. 
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* One mom 1 missed him on the 'customed liill. 
Along the heath, and near his fayourite tree ; 

Another came ; nor yet beside the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he .* 

T)ie next, with dirges due in sad array, 

Slow through the church-way path we saw him borne 
Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay 

Graved on the stone beneath yon aged thorn/ 



THE EPITAPH. 

Here rests his head upon the lap of earth 
A youth to fortune and to fame unknown : 

Fair Science frowned not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy marked him for her own. 

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere, 
Heaven did a recompense as largely send : 

He gave to misery (all he had) a tear, 

He gained from heaven ('twas all he wisiied) a friend. 

No farther seek his merits to disclose, 

Or draw liis frailties from their dread abode, 

(There they alike in trembling hope repose,) 
The bosom of his Father and his Gk>d. 



I 
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THE GOOD LORD CLIFFORD. 

(Sanff at the FeaH of Brougham Castle j upon the reetoration 
of Lord CUffordy the Shepherd, to the estatee and honours of 

his ancestors.) 

High in the breathless Hall the Minsfcrel sate, 
And Eamont*B murmur mingled with the Soog.^ 
The words of ancient time I thus translate, 
A festal Strain that hath been silent long. 

* From Town to Town, from Tower to Tower, 
The Bed Rose is a gladsome Flower. 
Her thirty jears of winter past, 
The Red Rose is reyived at last; 
She lifts her head for endless spring, 
For everlasting blossoming : 
Both Roses flourish, Red and White. 
In love and sisterly delight 
The two that were at strife are blended. 
And all old troubles now are ended. — 
Joy ! joy to both ! but most to her 
Who is the flower of Lancaster ! 
Behold her how She smiles to-day 
On this great throng, this bright array ! 
Fair greeting doth she send to ail 
From eyery oomer of the Hall ; 
But, chiefly from aboye the Board 
Where sits in state our rightful Lord, 
A Clifford to his own restored I 

* They came with banner, spear, and shield ; 
And it was proyed in Bos worth- Reld 
Not long the Ayenger was withstood — 
SSarth helped him with the cry of blood : 
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St. George was for lu, and the might 
Of blessed Angela crowned the right. 
Loud Toioe the Land has uttered forth. 
We loudest in the fiuthful North : 
Our fields rejoice, our mountains ring, 
Our streams proclaim a welcoming ; 
Our strong abodes and castles see 
The glory of their lojaltj. 

' How glad is Skipton at this hour« 
Though she is but a lonely Tower ! 
To yacancj and silence left ; 
Of all her guardian sons bereft — 
Knight, Squire, or Yeoman, Page or Ghroom : 
We have them at the feast of Brougham. 
How glad Pendragon — though the sleep 
Of years be on her! — She shall reap 
A taste of this great pleasure, viewing 
As in a dream her own renewing. 
Rejoiced is Brough, right glad I deem 
Beside her little humble Stream ; 
And she that keepeth watch and ward 
Her statelier Eden's course to guard ;* 
They both are happy at this hour, 
Though each is but a lonely Tower : — 
But here is perfect joy and pride 
For one fair house by £amont*s side. 
This day distinguished without peer 
To see her Master and to cheer — 
Him, and his Lady Mother dear ! 

' Oh ! it was a time forlorn 
When the fatherless was bom — 
^iye her wings that she may fly, 
^r she sees her infant die ! 
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Swortb that ai« with ilaughtsr wild 
Hunt the Mothor uid tlu ChQd. 
Wlio will taka thmn from th« light P 
— Yonder ii ■ mui in light — 
Yonder ii a hmue — but where f 
No, thej mnit not enter there. 
To the c»Tea, and to ths brooki. 
To tiie clontb of Hmtvh ihe looks j 
She ii speechlera, bnt her ejei 
Pt»y in ghottlj •goniea. 
BliuTul IfKiy, Mother mild, .. 
Uaid and Mother undafiled, 
Sare a Mother and ber Child 1 

' Now who ia ha that boaod* with joy 
On Canock'a side, a Shephard Boj ? 
No thooghta bath he bat thooghla that pMt 
Light M the wind along the graaa. 
Can thii be He who hithra' came 
In aecret, like a amotherad Bama 7 
O'er whom aoch thankful tean were ahed 
Yoi ahelter, and a poor man's bread 1 
God lore* the Child ; and Oud hath willed 
Tfaat thoM dear worda ahotdd be fulfilled, 
The Lady'a worda, when forced away 
The but ahe to her Babe did aay, 
* Uj own, m; own, thy fellow-gaett 
I may not be; but reat thee, reat, 
For lowly Shepherd'a Ufe ii beat I' 

' Ala* I when enl men are atrong 
So life ia good, no pleaaore long, 
The Boy moat part rrom Uoaedale'a groTaa, 
And leaTB Blencathara'* rugged core*. 
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Aad qait tfaa flowen th»t ininnier brings 
To Olendentmskin'e loftj apringi ; 
Unit Tviiib, and liu cAreloM oh««T 
Be t limed to heaTinwi and !e»x. 
— QiTB Sir Lancelot ThrolkBld pniM ! 
Bear it, good mftn, old in d«j» ! 
Thou Tree of cotbH and of re»t I 
For thi> joDDi; Bird that is distrort ; 
Among thj brancbes safe he lay, 
And be was free to sport and plaj, 
When falcons were abroad for prey. 



' A recreant Harp tbat sings of tear 
And heaTiDess in CliSbrd'a ear! 
I aaid, wbeo eril men are strong, 
No life is good, no pleasure long, 
A weak and cowardly untruth ! 
Our Clifford was a happy Youth, 
And thankful through a weary time, 
That brought him up to manhood's prime. 
— Again ha wanders forth at will, 
And tend* a flock from hill to hill ; 
His garb is bumble ; ne'er was seen 
Suoh garb with such a noble mien ; 
Among the shepherd-grooms no mate 
Hath he, a Child of strength and (tat« I 
Yet lack) not friends for solemn glee, 
And a cheerful oampany, 
Tbat learned of him lubmiasiTe ways ; 
And oomforted hie prirate days. 
To his aide the FaUow-deer 
Came, and rested without fear ; 
The Eagle, lord of land and Ma, 
Stooped down to pay him fealtyj 
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And both the nndjiiig flih that (wim 

Through BowHsle Tun did wait on him ; 

The Fair wen Mmnta of hii ejs 

In their immortsLtj i 

Th^ mored about in open light. 

To md fro, for his delight. 

He kneir the roeki which Angola hannt 

He hath kennad them taking wing : 

And the carea whem Faeries aing 

He hatli entered ; and been told 

By Voice* how men lived of old. 

Among tbs Heareiu hi* a;e can tee 

Faoe of thing that i> to be ) 

And, if men report him right, 

H« ooold whiiper word* of might. 

— Now snothar day 1* come, 

Fitter hope, and nobler doom g 

H« hath thrown ande hi* Crook, 

And hath buried deep his Book ; 

Annonr mating in bis Halls 

On the blood of CliiTord caUi !— 

' Quell the Scot,' exclaims the Lanoe — 

Bear me to tbe benrt of Fnnce, 

Is the longing of the Shield — 

Tell thy name, thou trembling Field ; 

Field of death, where'er thou be, 

Oroan thou with our rictory 1 

Happy day, and mighty hour, 

When OUT Shepherd, in hi* power. 

Mailed and honed, with lance and sword. 

To hia Anoestort restored 

Like a re-appearing Star, 

Like a glory from afar, 

Firrt ihaU head the Fh>ck of War I' 
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Ala« ! the fervent Harper did not know 
That for a tranquil Soul the Lay was framed, 
Who long compelled in humble walks to go. 
Was softened into feeling, soothed, and tamed. 

Love had he found in huts where poor men lie ; 
His dailj teachers had been woods and rills, 
The silence that is in the starry sky, 
The sleep that is among the lonely hills. 

In him the savage virtue of the Bace, 
Bevenge, and all ferocious thoughts wore dead : 
Nor did he change ; but kept in lofty place 
The wisdom which adversity had bred* 

Glad were the Tales, and every cottage hearth ; 
The Shepherd Lord was honoured more and more : 
And ages after he was laid in earth, 
* The Good Lord Cliflbrd * was the name he bore. 

W. Wardiwortk. 



A BARD'S EPITAPH. 

la there a whim-inspirM fool, 

Owre fSut for thought, owre hot for rule, 

Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool, 

Let him draw near ; 
And owre this grassy heap sing dool. 

And drap a tear. 
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I* Hum % batd of nutio Mng, 

Who, Dotdew, (teak the crowd* among, 

Tlut wtsklj tliM •!«■ throng, 

Oh, pan not bj I 

But, with a frator-feeliiig itrong, 

Here hears a ligh. 

I* there a man, wboM judgment dear. 
Can other* teach the oonne to ilaer, 
Yet run*, himieL^ life's mad career, 

Wild u the ware ; 

Hen panie— and, tbrovgh the ataititig tear, 

BuTTej this gnTst 

The poor mbabilant below 

Was quick to learn, and wise to know, 

And keenlj fsit the fnendl; glow. 



Beader, attend — whether th]r sonl 
Soar* fitncj'i Aighta beyond the pole. 
Or darkling grub* this earthlj hole. 

Id low panoit ; 
Enow, prudent, cautious, Mif-oontrol, 
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THE LOSS OF FRIENDS. 

(Extempore effusion on the Death of Jamee Soggy 1885.) 

Whbn first, descending from the moorlands, 
I saw the Stream of Yarrow glide 
Along a bare and open rallej, 
The Ettrick Shepherd was mj guide. 

When last along its banks I wandered, 
Tlirough groves that had begun to shed 
Their golden leaves upon the pathways, 
Mj steps the Border-minstrel led. 

The mighty Minstrel breathes no longer, 
Mid mouldering ruins low he lies ; 
And death upon the braes of Yarrow, 
Has closed the Shepherd-poet*s ejes : 

Nor has the rolling year twice measured. 
From sign to sign, its steadfast course. 
Since every mortal power of Ck)leridge 
Was frozen at its marvellous source ; 

The rapt One, of the godlike forehead, 
The heaven-eyed creature sleeps in earth : 
And Lamb, the frolic and the gentle, 
Haa vanished from his lonely hearth. 
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Like douda that nike tha mountein-iumilut*, 
Or WBTes that own no curbing huid. 
How fiut has brothir followod brother. 
From ■imihiiie to the nmleu land I 

Tet I, wfaow lid* firom in&nt •lumber 
Were esriier raiaed. remain to hear 
A timid Toice, that aaka in whiapen, 
' Who next will drop and disappear P' 

Our baughtj life i> crovoed with darkoeee, 
Like London with its own black wreath, 
On which with tfaee, O Cnbbe I ibrth-looking, 
I gated from Hampetead'a breei; heath. 

Ai if but fcaterdaj departed, 
Thoa loo art gone before ; but why, 
O'er ripe fruil, leaeonaU; gathered. 
Should frail aurriTora heare a sigh? 

Uoum rather for that holy Spirit, 
SwMt ai the spring, as ocean deep ; 
For Her who, ere her summer faded, 
Hm sunk into a breathless sleep. 

No more of old romantio sorrows. 

For slaughtered Youth or lore-lorn Maid ! 

With sharper grief is Yarrow smitten. 

And Ettrick monmi with her their Poet dead. 

W. Wordtteortk. 
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THE POWER OP POETRY. 

BiptrmUr, IB19. 

DtiXKima SmnineT hath Maumed 
An upect tsuderlj' illnmed, 
The gmtleit look of Spring ; 
That call< from jonder leaf; ihada 
Unfoded, yet prepMvd to I»d«. 
A timel; caralUng. 

Ho faint and lieiit»ting trill — 
Such tribute aa to Winter cbiL 
The lonelj Kedbreut pajd 
Clear, bud, and liiel; ii the din. 
From KiciBl nrblen gathering in 
Tbeir harreat of iweet U;i. 

Nor dotfa the example fail to cheer 

Ue, oonacioua that mj leaf ia lere, 

And felloir on the bough : — 

Fall, ro^ garlanda, from laj head! 

Ye tnjrtle wmithe*, joor fragianoe ihed 

Around a jounger brow ! 

Tet will I temperatelj rejoice ; 

Wide ia the range, and tree the choice 

Of undiicordsnt themea ; 

Which, haplj, kindred louli maj priie 

Not leaa than remal ecalaaiet. 

And pMBOn'a fereriah dreama. 




Far deathlna povara to Terse belong. 
And they like Demigoda ftre strong 
On whom the Sluses smile ; 
But some their funntion h«Te disdkinisd. 
Beet pleased with irhat ii Kptliest frMned 
To enervate and defile. 

Not such the initiatory itruni 

Committed to the silent plaina 

In Britain's earliest davn ; 

Trembled the groves, the Stan grew pale, 

'Wliile aU-too-daringly the veil 

Of nature was Tithdr«vn 1 

Nor such the ipirit-stimug noto 
When the lire chords Alcnns smote. 
Inflamed by sonse of wrong ; 
Wot .' KOB to Tjfraali .' from the lyrs 
Broke threateningly, in sparkles dire 
Of fierce TindictiTe song. 

And not unhallowed was the page 
By wingM Lore inscribed, to Msusge 
The pangs of nun pursuit ; 
Love listening while the Lesbian Maid 
With finest tonch of passion swayed 
Her own .Xolian lute. 

O ye, who patiently eiplore 
The wreck of Herculanean lore. 
What rapture 1 could ye seise 
Some Theban fragment, or unroll 
One predoos, tender-hearted scroll 
Of pure Simonides. 
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That were, indeed, a genuine birth 
Of poesj ; a bunting forth 
Of geniuB from the dust ! 
What Horace gloried to behold, 
What Maro lored, shall we unfold ? 
Can haughty Time be just ? 

W, WordtwoHh. 



\ FIRST LOOKING INTO CHAPMAN'S HOMER, 

Much hare I trayelled in the realms of gold, 

And many goodly states and kingdoms seen ; 

Round many western islands hare I been 
Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold. 
Oft of one wide expanse had I been told 

That deep-browed Homer ruled as his demesne : 

Tet did I neyer breathe its pure serene 
Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold : 
Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 

When a new planet swims into his ken ; 
Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes 

He stared at the Pacific— and all his men 
Looked at each other with a wild surmise — 

Silent, upon a peak in Darien. 

J. KeaU, 




FOMrs wjir. 



THE FIERV CROSS. 

[TJttZadyqfOelxitt.) 

Tasn deeper paiued th« prieat anew, 
And hard hU labouriog breath be drew. 
While, with Mt teeth and denchid hand, 
And ejes that glowed like Ber; brand. 
He meditated cune mora dread. 
And deadlier, on the daruman'a head, 
Who, ■ummoDed to hi* Chieftain's aid. 
The lignal law and diaobeyed. 
The crowilet'g points of sparkling wood, 
He quenclied among fhe bubbling blood, 
And, as again the sign he reared. 
Hollow and boane hii Toica was heard : 
' When Sits this Cross from man to man, 
Tich- Alpine's summons to hi* clan. 
Burst be the ear that fails to lined ! 
Palsied the foot that shuns to speed ! 
Maj rarens tear the careless eyes, 
Wolres make the ooward heart th«ir priie ! 
As sinks that blood-stream in the earth. 
So ma; his heart's-blood drench his hearth 
As dies in hissing gore the spark, 
Quench thou his light, Destruction dark. 
And be the grace to him denied. 
Bought h; this sign to all beside !' 
He ceased ; no eeho gare agen 
The mnrmnr of the deep Amen. 
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Thni BodflTvik, with impatimt look, 
Fiom Brikii'i buid ths ijmbal took : 
'flpsod, Malise, ipaed 1' ha nid, mod (•*• 
The croMlet to hii bonchmaii brara. 
' The mnitar-plaoa be Luuiok maad— 
Itutairt tiM tims— ipeed, Halin, apMd I' 
Like heath-bird, when the hkirki pnnua, 
A barge ftcraaa Loeh Katrine fleir ; 
High itood the hencbnun an the prow j 
So npidlj the hargemen tow, 
The bubble* where thej launohad the boat. 
Were all unbroken and afloat, 
Dancing in foam and ripple still, 
VhoD it had neaied the mainland hill : 
And from the ailrer beach'i aide 
8till waa the prow three fathom wide. 
When lightlj bounded to the land 
The mcawnger of blood and brand. 

Speed, Haliie, apeed '. the dun deer'a bide 
On fleeter foot wai nerer tied. 
Speed, MsliM, ipeed ! iuch caow of haate 
Thine aetive tinewi never biKoed. 
Bend 'gainat the aleepj hill thj breMt, 
Burst down like torrent torn it* crest g 
With short and apringinft footstep pass 
The tmnbling bog and false moraas j 
Aerosi the brook like roebuck bound ; 
And thread the brake like questing bound ; 
The crag la Ugh, the scaur is deep, 
T«t shrink not from the desperate leap ; 
f •rohed are tbj burning lip* and brow, 
Tet bj the fountain pause not now i 
Haald of battle, fate, and fbar, 
BtMtdi MwHd in (he fleet Mrear ! 
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The wounded hind thou traokeit not now« 
Funueet not maid through greenwood honght 
Nor plieet thou now th j fljing paoe, 
With riyab in the mountain race ; 
But danger, death, and warrior deed. 
Are in ihj course — speed, Malise, qpeed ! 

Fast as the fatal sjmbol flies, 
In arms the hute and hamlets rise ; 
From winding glen, from upland brown, 
Thej poured each hardj tenant down. 
Nor slacked the messenger his pace ; 
He showed the sign, he named the place, 
And, pressing forward like the wind. 
Left clamour and surprise behind. 
The fisherman forsook the strand, 
The swarthy smith took dirk and brand ; 
With changed cheer, the mower blithe 
Left in the half-cut swathe the sojihe ; 
The herds without a keeper strayed, 
Tlie plough was in mid-furrow staid. 
The fiklconer tossed his hawk away. 
The hunter left the stag at bay ; 
Prompt at the signal of alarms. 
Each son of Alpine rushed to arms \ 
So swept the tumult and affVay 
Along the margin of Achray. 
Alas, thou lovely lake ! that e'er 
Thy bonks should echo sounds of fear! 
The rocks, the boeky thickets, sleep 
So stilly on thy bosom deep, 
The lark*s blithe carol, from the doudj 
Seems for the scene too gaily loud. 




ITot &ater o'sr thj hnthery bnM, 
Bklqaidder, ipeada the midaigfat blM*, 
Biuhiiig, in conSagr&tioQ itrong, 
Thj deep nTinea knd delli Along, 
Wrapping Ui; cliSk in purple glow, 
And reddening the dark iBkee below t 
Not faet«r epeedi it, nor eo fkr, 
A> o'er thj heatlii the Toice of war. 
The lignal roiusd to martial ooil 
The lullen margin of Loch Toil, 
Waked itill Loch Doine, and to the waree 
Alantieil, Balraig, tlij awampjooonei 
Thence aoathward turned its rapid mad 
Adown Strath -Qartnej'i rallej broad. 
Till roM ill arnii each man might daim 
A portion in Clan-Alpine'i name, 
From the grej aire, whoae trembling band 
Could hardlj buekle on hii brand, 
To the raw boj. whoae ahafl and bow 
Were ;et acaroe terror to the crow. 
Each Tallej, each aequealered glen, 
Hiutered it* litt le horde of men, 
That met aa torrenta from the height 
In Highland dalea their atraams unite. 
Bull gathering, aa thej pour along, 
A Toice more loud a tide more atrong, 
Till at the rendeiroua thej atood 
Bj liimdreda prompt for hlowa and blood ) 
Bach trained to amu aince life began, 
Owing no tie but to his dan, 
Ko uath, hut bj hia chieftain'a hand, 
Ho law, but Boderiok Dhu'a command. 

Sir W. Si»lt. 




KOTB WAIX. 



THE ASSAULT. 

(rt« Si»3t Iff Corinth.) 

Thb night i> put, and >hiiiM the tun 
A* if that morn were a jocuod one, 
Lightly and brigliilj braikB airay 
The Morning from her mantle grey. 
And the Noon vill look on a aultrj daj. 
Hark to the trump, and (hs drum, 
And tho noumful lound of the barbuoui born, 
And the flap of the bannerc, that flit aa they're home, 
Aod the neighof the eteed, and the multitude'! hum, 
And the cUih, and llie >houl, ' Thej oome ! they comel' 
The horutnils are plucked from the groiuid, andthaiwotd 
From ita ■heath \ and thej Eonn, and but wait for the voriV 
Tartar, and Spahi, and Tareomsii, 
Strike ;our t«nti, and throng to the ran ; 
Mount ;e, spur ;e, ikirr the plain. 
That the fugitire maj flee in vain, 
When he breaks from the toirn j and uone see^M, 
Aged OF 7ouDg, in the Chriitian ahape ; 
While jour fetlovs on loot, in a fierj roaae, 
Blooditain the breach throDgb irhidi they ;•••. 
The iteedi are all bridled, aad cnoit to the run j 
Cuired ia each neck, and flowing each mane ; 
White ii the foam of their champ on the bit : 
The epean are uplifted ; the matuhea are lit t 
The oannon are pointed, and read; to roar. 
And oruih the wall thej have crumbled befon : 
Form* in hie phalanx each Janiiar i 
Alp at theur bead ; hie right arm ij bare, 
80 ia the blade of hi* icitnitar ; 
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Dm khu mud tha pacbM •» »11 «t lh«ir porti 

The tiiieT hinualf at tha head of th« hoat 

Wbm the culTenn'i lignal b find, then <m i 

JiMTB not in Corinth s lirinfi one — 

A prieat at her sltvi, t. chief <□ her h*Ut, 

A heart]) in her muuioul, » (tone oil her wall*. 

Ood and the prophet— AUa Ha I 

Up to the tkiea with that wild halloo 1 

' Thnv the brsaeb lies for pawage, the ladder to leale ) 

And jour hand> on jonr nbrea, and how ihoold je fail I 

He who Snt downs with theivd otom mmj erare 

Hia heait'i dearest wish ; let him aak it, and have !' 

Thus uttered Coumoorgi, the dauntlesi viiieri 

The replj was the brandish of mbre and spear, 

And the ihout of fierce thooondi in jotoui in . — 

dilenoe — hark to Ihe signal — fire I 



Ai the wulrei, that headlong go 

On the itatel; buflalo, 

Though with Serf e^ea, and aogrj roar. 

And hoofs that stamp, and homa that gore, 

He tnunplea on earth, or toua* on high 

The foremost, who mah on hit atrength but to die : 

Thoa againat the wall thej went, 

Thoa the Srat were backward bent j 

Han; a boaom, sheathed in braaa, 

Strewed the earth like broken glass, 

Shirered bj the shot that tore 

The ground whereon they more no more : 

Bran aa thej foil, iu fllea they lay, 

Like the mower'a graaaat the close of day. 

When hia woik is done on the leTelled [dain i 

Snob wal the fall of the fbremost ilain. 
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At ths ipring-tidei, with heOTj plaih, 

XVom the clifii iDTiding dub 

Huge fngmenti, lapped bj the ceuelMi Bow, 

Till white and thundering down the; go. 

Like the aTslanche'i mow 

On the Alpine Tilei below j 

Thus at length, outbrasthed and worn, 

Corinth'i eons were downward borne 

Bj the long and oft renewed 

Charge of the Hoelem mnltitude. 

Id firaineH the; itood, and in masiH the; fell, 

Heaped bj the hoet of the inBdel, 

Hand to hand, and foot to foot : 

Nothing there, sare death, wu mute : 

Stroke, and tliruat, and Haali, and or; 

For quarter or for Tiotor;, 

Mingle there with the Tollejing thunder. 

Which nukes the distant oitiea wonder 

How the sounding battle goem. 

If with them, or for their fbee g 

If the; must maum, or ma; rejoice 

Id that annihilating Toioe, 

Whioh piereea the deep hille through and through 

With an echo dread and new : 

Tou might hare heard it, on that da;, 

O'er Salamii and Megara g 

(We hare heard the hearen an;,) 

Bren unto Pineiu' b«;. 

Z«n« J 




aoeX THE TBJKB. 



THE BATTLE OF THE BALTIC. 



Or Nelwni and ths Ifoitfa, 
Sing ths glorioDB day's renown, 
Whsn to l»ttle fleroe nine forth 
Al] the might of Deiunul'i otowd. 
And her unu along the deep proudly ihone ; 
Bj each gun the lighted bimnd. 
In a bold determined hand, 
And the Prince of all the land 
Led them on. — 



Like IdTiathani afloat, 

I«7 their bulvarki on the brine g 

While the lign of battle flew 

On the loftj Biitiih line : 

It wai ten of April mom by the ohime : 

Ai they drifted on their path. 

There wai ailenoedeep ae death j 

And the boldest held hi* breath. 

For a time.— 



But the might of Bngland fiuhed 



And her Tsn the fleeter nuhed 
O'er th« deadly ipaoe between. 
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' Hettrts of oak !* our oaptaini cried ; when flee 

From its adamantine lips 

Spread a death-shade round the ships, 

Like the hurricane eclipse 

Of the sun. 

IT. 

Again ! again ! again ! 

And the haroc did not slack, 

Till a feeble cheer the Dane 

To our cheering sent us back ; — 

Their shots along the deep slowly boom : — 

Then ceased — and all is wail. 

As they strike the shattered sail. 

Or, in conflagration pale. 

Light the gloom. — 

T. 

Out spoke the rictor then, 

As he hailed them o*er the wave ; 

' Ye are brothers ! ye are men ! 

And we conquer but to save : — 

So peace instead of death let us bring s 

But yield, proud foe, thy fleet. 

With the crews, at England's feet, 

And make submission meet 

To our King.* — 

VI. 

Then Denmark blest our chief. 
That he gave her wounds repose } 
And the sounds of joy and grief 
From her people wildly rose. 




Aj death *ithdr«w hii ihidei from tho day. 
Vhilv the ran looked ■miling bright 
O'er k wide and woeAil aigbt, 
Whei« the Are* of fonend light 
Died awaj. 



Now joj, old England, raiae I 
For tho lidiDga of thj might, 
Bj the feital cities' hlaie, 
While the irine cup ihinn id light ; 
And yet amidit that jo; and uproar. 
Let us think of them that aleep. 
Full manj a fathom deep, 
Bj thj wild and atormj iteep, 
Eliinon: I 

Tnr. 

Brare bsarta ! to Briton'i prid« 

Once to faithful and eo true. 

On the deck of fame that died ; — 

With thr gallant good Biou : 

Soft ligh the wind* of Hearen o'er tlieir grare '. 

While the billow mournful roUa 

And the mermaid'i mmg ooadolea. 

Singing glorj to the lOul* 

Of the brare !— 

T. CamphtU. 
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THE BATTLE OF BEAL' AN DUINE. 
(The Lady of the Lake) 

' Thb Miiistrel came once more to view 
The ea«tem ridge of Benyenue, 
For, ere he parted, he would saj 
Farewell to lovely Loch Achray— 
Where shall he 6nd, in foreign land, 
So lone a lake, bo Bweet a strand ! 
There is no breeze upon the fern, 

Nor ripple on the lake, 
Upon her eyry nods the erne, 

The deer has sought the brake ; 
The small birds will not sing aloud. 

The springing trout lies still, 
So darkly glooms yon thunder cloud, 
That swathes, as with a purple shroud, 

Benledi's distant hilt. 
Is it the thunder's solemn sound 
That mutters deep and dread. 
Or echoes from the groaning ground 

The warrior's measured tread ? 
Is it the lightning's quiyering glance 

That on the thicket streams, 
Or do they flash on spear and lance 
The snn*8 retiring beams ? 
^I see the dagger-crest of Mar, 
I see the Moray's silver star. 
Wave o'er the cloud of Saxon war. 
That up the lake comes winding hit I 
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To hero bound for battls-itrib, 

Or bud of martial laj, 
Twere worth tao jean <d peaMful life 

One glaocs at thsir arraj ! 

' Their ligbt-anned arohsn &t and naar 

SiuTojt^ the tangled ground. 
Their centre raoki, with pike and apear, 

A twilight foreat frowned. 
Their barbid hortemen, in the rear. 

The stem battalia crowned. 
No ojmbal daahed, no elarion rang. 

Still were the pipe and drum g 
Bare hear; tread, and armour't etaug. 

The iuUen march wu dumb. 
There breathed no wind their orette to thake. 

Or ware tlieir Sagi ■broiwl : 
Scarce the frail aipen eeemed to quake. 

That ihadowed o'er their road. 
Their raward icouta no tidinga bring. 

Can rouBc no larking foe, 
Nor ep; a trace of liring thing, 

Sare when thej stirred the roe ; 
The hoet mora, like a deep-eea waye. 
Where riae no rooke iU pride to brave, 
High-eweUini, dark and elow. 
The lake ii paaied, and now thej gain 
A narrow and a broken pUun, 
Before the Troeach'i rugged jawe ; 
And here the horM and ■peannea pauM, 
While, to explore the dangerous glen, 
Dire through the pnai the aroher-men. 



X88 FOETS WALK. 

As all the fiends, from heaTen that ftU, 
Had pealed the banner-cry of hell ! 
Forth from the pass in tumult driTeni 
Like chaff before the wind of heayen. 

The aroherj appear ; 
For life ! for life I their plight thej plj— 
And shriek, and shout, and battle-cry. 
And plaids and bonnets waving high. 
And broadswords flashing to the skj, 

Are maddening in the rear. 
Onward they dhye, in dreadful race, 

Pursuers and pursued ; 
Before that tide of flight and chase, 
How shaU it keep its rooted plaoe, 

The spearmen's twilight wood ?— 
* Down, down,* cried Mar, * your lancea down ! 

Bear back both friend and foe I* — 
Like reeds before the tempest*s frown, 
That serried grove of lances brown 

At once lay levelled low ; 
And closely shouldering side by side. 
The bristling ranks the onset bide.— > 
< We'll quell the savage mountaineer, 

As their Tinchel cows the game I 
They come as fleet as forest deer. 

We'll drive them back as tame.*— 



* Bearing before them, in their coarse, 
The relics of the archer force, 
Like wave with crest of sparkling foam. 
Bight onward did Clan- Alpine come. 
Above the tide, each broadsword bright 
Was brandishing like beam of light, 
Bach targe was dark below j 
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And wiUi tlie oosui'i mightj nrinf , 
Wlieii hsaritig to the tempMt'i viaf, 
Thflj hurled them on the fi>«. 
I hnrd ths Unoe't ihiTnring cr«*h, 
A* wheD the whirlwind randi the a^, 
I hmrd the bro»diword'i desdl; dang, 
At if BD hundred aiiTili nog ! 
But Monj wheeled hUrMrwud rank 
Of horaamen on Olan- Alpine'i flank, 
— ' Hy banner-man, adrance ! 
I *M,' he cried, 'their ndumn ihak*. 
Now. gallanta ! for jour ladlea' uk«v 

Opon them with the lance !' 
Ihe horaemen daahsd among the rout, 

Ae deer break through the broom ; 
Their ateed* ue ■t'lut, their awordi are ont. 

They tooa make lighlaome room. 
Clan- Alpine'* beA are backward borne — 

Where, where waa Boderii-k then t 
One blaat upon hii bugle-hom 

Were worth a thouaaod mim ! 
And refluent through thepaai of fear 

The battle'i tide wa* poured ; 
Taniifaed the Saxon's ilruggUnn (pear, 

Taniihed the mountain-sword. 
Aa Bracklinn'a chami, » black and ■t«ep, 

BeceiTet her roaring linn. 
Ai the dark OTenu of the deep 
Suck the wild whirlpool in, 
Bo did the deep and darkiome paai 
DsToar the battle'a mingled maai : 
Na*e linger nvw upon (he plain, 
Sare tboM who ne'er ihall Bght again.' 

3ir W. Saott. 
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WATERLOO. 

{Childe Harold^ i Pilgrimage,) 

Thbbb was a sound of revelry by night. 
And Belgium's capital had gathered then 
Her Beauty and her Chi?alry, and bright 
The lamps shone o'er fair women and brave men ; 
A thousand hearts beat happily ; and when 
Music arose with its Toluptuoiis swell, 
Soft eyes looked love to eyes which spake again, 
And all went merry as a marriage-bell ; 
But hush ! hark ! a deep sound strikes like a rising knell ! 

Pid he not hear it ? — No ; 'twas but the windi 
Or the oar rattling o'er the stony street ; 
On with the dance ! let joy be unconfined ; 
No sleep till mom, when Youth and Pleasure meet 
To chase the glowing Hours with flying feet. 
But, hark ! — that heavy sound breaks in once more, 
As if the clouds its echo would repeat ; 
And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before ! 
Arm ! Arm ! it is*— it is — the cannon's opening roar! 

Within a windowed niche of that high hall 
Sate Brunswick's fated chieftain ; he did hear 
That sound the first amidst the festival, 
And caught its tone with Death's prophetic ear ; 
And when they smiled because he deemed it near, 
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lb hnit mora tra]j kiMw tli*tp««l too ii«U 
Tliich ibvtdied hii fiithn on ft bloody bier, 
Lad rouMd the reageviae blood nlone cAold qaell : 
rushed into tlie field, Hid, foremoiit fighting, fell. 

Lh t then and then wm hnrrTing to vad fro. 
Old gktheriiig teui, And trambling* of d k teM, 
Jid eheeki all pale, whieh but in hour ago 
llothed U the pnue at iheir onm lorelineu i 
Jid there were ludden porting*, inch u pr«u 
be life fi«ni oat TOnng hearts, and choking aigha 
Hiioh ne'er might be repeated ; who would guM> 
f erer aum ihoald meet thoM mutual ejei, 
« open night to aweet luch awfol mom oould riae ! 

nd then wu mooating in liot hatte : the iteed, 
ha moatering squadron, and the clattering car, 
Tent poaiing forward with impotuouj apaed, 
nd swiftl; forming in the ranks of war : 
nd the deep Uiunder peal on peal afar ; 
nd near, the beet of the sJarming dram 
onsed up the soldier ere the morning star ; 
rhile thronged the citiiens with terror dumb, 
sliiapering, with white lipa — ' The foe ! They come 



nd wild and high the ' Cameron's gathering' roie ! 

he war note of Loahial, which Albjn'a hilla 

!aTS heard, and heard, too, hare her Saionfoaa t 

!ow in the noon of night that pibroch thrills, 

irage and shrill 1 But with the breath which fill* 

heir mountain-pipe, so fill the mountaineers 

Titb the fierce native daring which instila 

he ituring memory of a thousand years, 

i Eran's, Donald's bma rings in each daniman'a ear* 
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And Ardennes wavee aboye them her green leaTet, 
Pewy with nature's tear*drops, as they paM, 
Grieving, if aught inanimate e'er grieyee, 
Over the unretuming braye, — alas ! 
Ere evening to be trodden like the grass 
Which now beneath them, but aboye shall grow 
In its next verdure, when this fiery mass 
Of living valour, rolling on the foe 
And burning with high hope, shall moulder oold and low. 

Last noon beheld them full of lusty life. 
Last eve in Beauty's cirde proudly gay. 
The midnight brought the signal-sound of strife, 
The morn the marshalling in arms — the day 
Battle's magnificently stem array 1 
The thunder-clouds close o'er it, whieh when rent 
The earth is covered thick with other clay. 
Which her own day shall cover, heaped and pent, 
Rider and horse,— friend, foe, — in one red burial blent ! 



BEFORE THE BATTLE. 

By the hope within us springing. 
Herald of to-morrow's strife % 

By that sun whose light is bringing 
Chains or freedom, death or life — 

Oh ! remember life can be 

No charm for him who Uvea not free ! 
Like the day-star in the wave 
Sinks a hero in his grave, 

'Kidit the dew-&ll of a nation'a tean. 
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H>pp; ia he o'sr whoaa declina 
The (nulat of home tnty loalhing ifaiDs, 
Asd light him dmm the iteep of jean — 
But oh ! how blMMd thej sink to net. 
Who cloM their tijet an yiatoij'i breoit ! 

O'er hi* w»t*;h-fire'« fading embe™ 

Now the foeman'* eheeli tura* white, 

WhsD hit heart that field remember*, 
When we buoed hi* tjrant might ! 

Nerer lei him bind again 

A chain, like that we broke from then. 

Hark 1 the horn of combat osll* — 

Era the golden erening fall*, 
Ifaj we pledge that horn in triumph nund! 

Uanj a heart that now beata high. 
In slumber oold at night ahall lie. 
Nor waken eren at victorj'* *ound — 

But oh t how bleswd that hero'* ilecfi. 
O'er whom a wondering worid ihall weep, 

T. Moore. 



LOCHIEL'S WARNING. 

WUABD— LOCHIBL. 



I/>OBm, Loobiel! beware of the da; 
fheu the Lowland* ahall meet thee in battle arraj! 
'or a field of the dead nuhe* red on mf aight, 
jid the clana of Cnlioden are acattered in fight. 
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They rally, they bleed, for their kingdom and Grown ; 
Woe, woe to the riders that trample them down ! 
Proud Cumberland prances, insulting the slain. 
And their hoof-beaten bosoms are trod to the plain. 
But hark ! through the fast-flashing lightning of war 
What steed to the desert flies firantio and far ? 
'Tis thine, oh Glenullin ! whoee bride shall await. 
Like a loye-ligLted watch-fire, all night at the gate. 
A steed comes at morning : no rider is there ; 
But its bridle is red with the sign of despair. 
Weep, Albin ! to death and captivity led ! 
Oh weep ! but thy tears cannot number the dead : 
For a merciless sword on Culloden shall wmye, 
Culloden ! that reeks with the blood of the braye. 

LOOHIEL. 

Go, preach to the coward, thou death-telling seer ! 
Or, if gory Culloden so dreadful appear, 
Draw, dotard, around thy old wavering sight. 
This mantle, to ooTor the phantoms of fright. 

WIZABD. 

lla ! laugh*8t thou, Lochiel, my vision to scorn ? 
Proud bird of the mountain, thy plume shall be torn 1 
Say, rushed the bold eagle exultingly forth. 
From his home, in the dark rolling clouds of the north P 
Lo ! the death-shot of foemen outspeeding, he rode 
Companionless, bearing destruction abroad ; 
But down let him stoop from his havoc on high ! 
Ah I home lot him speed, — for the spoiler is nigh. 
Why flames the far summit ? Why shoot to the Maili 
Those embers, like stars from the firmament cast P 
'Tis the fire-shower of ruin, all dreadfully driven 
From his eyrie, that beacons the darikneaa of heaveB. 




iTMtcd Lodiiel ! Uie peerlcm in might, 

xe banneiB inis on Uie battlemeata' hoight, 

ren'i fin ii around thee, to blut and to bum ; 

m to thj dwelling ! »U lonely return ! 

the Uackneu of aabei ahmU m&rk where it atood, 

• wild mother aoretni o'er her &miahii)g brood. 



e Wiuid, iTsont ! I hsTe marshalled nf elan, 
r iworda are a tbotuand, their boeomaare onel 
r are true to the laat of their blood and their bmth, 

like reapen deacend to the bkrreat of death. 
1 welcome be Cumberland'a aided to the ihook I 
him daah bis proud foam iike e. WBTe on the rock ! 

woe to hia kindred, and woe to hia cause, 
m Albin her cUymore indignsntlj drawi ; 
m her bonneted chieftaina to rictoi^ crowd, 
ranald the dauntleaa, and Moraj the proud, 
>laided and plumed in their tartan arraj 

Lochiel, Lochiel ! beware of the da; ! 

dark and deapairing, my aight I may seal, 

man cannot cover what Ood would rereal ; 
the annaet of life gife* me myaticol lore, 

coming erenta caat their ahadows before. 
1 thee, Culloden'a dread echoea aholl rinf; 
h the Uoodhounda that bark for thy fugitiTe king. 

anointed by Heaven with the viala of wrath, 
lid, where he fliea on hia deiolate path ! 
' in darkneaa and billowa, he aweepi from my aight : 
, riae ! ye wild tempeala, and cover hia flight I 
flniahed. TUeir thunden are hnahed on the moon : 
oden ia loat, and my country deplorea. 
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But where is the iron-bound prisoner ? Where ? 
For the red eje of battle is shut in despair. 
Say, mount« he the ocean-waTe, banished, forlorn, 
Like a limb from his country cast bleeding and torn ? 
Ah no ! for a darker departure is near } 
The war-drum is muffled, aud black is the bier ] 
His death-bell is tolling : oh ! mercy, dispel 
Yon sight, that it freezes my spirit to tell ! 
Life flutters conyulsed in his quiyering limbs, 
And his blood«8treaming nostril in agony swims. 
Accursed be the fagots, that blase at his feet. 
Where his heart shall be thrown, ere it ceases to beat, 
With the smoke of its ashes to poison the gal e ■ -■ 

LOCHIBL. 

——Down, soothless insulter ! I trust not the tale : 
For never shall Albin a destiny meet, 
So black with dishonour, so foul with retreat. 
Though my perishing ranks should be strewed in their goi^ 
Like ocean-weeds heaped on the surf-beaten shore, 
Lochiel, imtainted by flight or by chains, 
While the kindling of life in his bosom remains. 
Shall victor exult, or in death be laid low. 
With his back to the field, and his feet to the foe ! 
And leaving in battle no blot on his name, 
Look proudly to Heaven from the death-bed of £sme. 

r. CamflUU, 



SONG OF SAUL BEFORE HIS LAST BATTLE. 

Wabbiobs and chiefs ! should the shaft or the iwofd 
Pierce me in leading the host of the I^ord, 
Heed not the corse, though a king's, in your path i 
Bury your steel in the bosoms of Gath ! 



MML 
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Thou who Mi bearing my baoUer and bow. 
Should the soldien of Saul look awaj from the foe, 
Stretch me that moment in blood at thy feet ! 
Mine be the doom which they dared not to meet. 

Farewell to others, but ncTer we part, 
Heir to my royalty, son of my heart ! 
Bright is the diadem, boundless the sway, 
Or kingly the death, which awaits us to-day ! 

Lard Byron, 



THE DESTRUCTION OF SENNACHERIB. 

Thb Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold, 
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold ; 
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea, 
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Ghdilee. 

Like the leayes of the forest when Summer is green. 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen ; 
Like the leayes of the forest when Autumn hath blown, 
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown. 

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast, 
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed ; 
And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill, 
And their hearts but once heayed, and for eyer grew still ! 

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide. 
But through it there rolled not the breath of his pride ; 
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf. 
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 
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And there laj the rider distorted and {Mid, 
With the dew on his hrow, and the nut on his mail; 
And the tents were all silent, the hannen alooA» 
The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown. 



And the widows of Ashnr are loud in their 
And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal ; 
And the might of the Gentile, unsmote bj the twoid, 
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord ! 

Lord BfTOH^ 



THE OUTLAW*S SONG. 
{Rokiibff.) 

O, Bbiokall banks are wild and (air, 

And Greta woods are green, 
And you may gather garlands there. 

Would grace a summer queen. 
And as I rode bj Dalton-hall, 

Beneath the turrets high, 
A Maiden on the castle wall 

Was singing merrily,— 
' O, Brignall banks are fresh and fiur. 

And Greta woods are green ; 
rd rather roTC with Edmund therev 

Than reign our English queen.'— 

' If, Maiden, thou wouldst wend with ma, 
To leave both tower and town. 

Thou first must guess what life lead we, 
That dwell by dale and down P 



a 
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And if thon canrt that riddls raad. 

Ai raad full wall 70U nuj. 
Then to Iba greeowood shalt tbou ipnd, 

Ai blithe u Queea of Ms;.' — 
Tat BUDg ihs ' Brigiull banki are Cur, 

And Grata woodi are green ; 
rd rather roTe with Sdmund Ui«ra, 



' J read jou, bj yoar bngte-hom. 

And h; your palfrej good, 
I read ;ou for a ranger awoni, 

To keep the king'i greenwood.'— 
' A Ranger, lady, wind* his horn. 

And 'ti« at peep of light ; 
Hia hlaat ia heard at merr; morn, 

And mine at dead of nigbt.' — 
Tet Bung >he, ' BHgnall banlu are iair, 

And Qrtta wooda are gaj ; 
I would I were with Edmund there, 

To reign his Queen of Ha; i 

' With bumiihed brand and muiketoon, 

80 gallantly you come, 
I read you for a bold Dragoon, 

That liiti the tuck of drum,'— 
' I liat no mora the tuck of drum, 

"So mora the trumpet hear ; 
Bat when thebeelle aoundi hishum, 

Hy comradea take the ipear. 
And, O ! though Brignall banka be Eiir, 

And Greta wood* be gay, 
Tet mickis must the maiden dare. 

Would reigu mj Queen of Hay 1 



200 POBrS WALK. 

* Maiden ! a namelees life I lead, 

A nameless death FU die ! 
The fiend, whose lantern lights the mead. 

Were better mate than I ! 
And when I*m with mj oomradea met, 

Beneath the greenwood bough. 
What once we were we all forget. 

Nor think what we are now. 
Tet Brignall banks are fresh and fair. 

And Greta woods are green, 
And you may gather garlands there 

Would grace a summer queen.* 

Sir W. ScoU. 



THE CORSAIR'S LIFE. 

{The Conair.) 

0*EB the glad waters of the dark blue sea, 
Our thoughts as boundless, and our souls as free, 
Far as the breeze can bear, t!ie billows foam, 
Surrej our empire, and behold our home ! 
These are our realms, no limits to their sway — 
Our flag the sceptre all who meet obey. 
Ours the wild life in tnmiilt still to range, 
From toil to rest, and joy in every change. 
Oh, who can tell ? not thou, luxurious slave t 
Whose soul would sicken o'er the hearing ware ; 
Not thou, vain lord of wantonness and ease 1 
Whom slumber soothes not — pleasure cannot pli 
Oh, who can tell, save he whose heart hath tried. 
And danced in triumph o'er the waters wide. 
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Tb« einltiiig •mi»»—tlie pulao's maddening plaj. 
That thrill* the wanderer of that trackless iray ? 
That for itaelf ean -moo the approaching Sght, 
And torn what some deem danger to delight ; 
Tbat seeks what crarnu ihun wikh more than teal. 
And where the feebler faint — can only feel — 
Feel — to the rising bosom's inmost core, 
Its hope awaken and its spirit soar ? 
Vo drewl of death — if with us die our foes — 
Bare that it seenis eren duller than repose : 
Come when it will — we snatch the life of life — 
When lost — what reeks it — bj disease or strife 7 
Let him who crawls enunoured of decaj 
Cling to his ooucU, and sicken yean awaj ; 
HeaTe his thick bresth, and shake his palsied head ; 
Ours — the fresh turf, and not the fererish bed. 
While gasp b; gnsp he falters forth his soul. 
Ours with one paog — one bound — escape ixintroL 
His oar«e ma; boast its nnt and narrow oare, 
And thej who loathed his life may gild his grsTe : 
Ours are tlie tears, though few, sincerely shed, 
When Ocean shrouds and sepulchres our dead. 
For us, eren Ijanquets fond regret supply 
In the red cup that crowns our memory ; 
And the brief epitaph in danger's day. 
When those w)io wiu at length diiide the prey, 
And cry, remembrance saddening o'er each brow, 
How bad the biare who fell exulted now ,' 

Lord Byron, 
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THE GOLDEN AGE. 

Thb world'i gT«at %ffi begins uinr. 

The golden jean return, 
The earth doth like a 'sake ranew 

Her winter weeds outworn : 
Hesren amilei, and faitha and empires gleun 
Like wrecki of a diseoWing dream. 

A brifthter Hellaa ream iU mountains 

From waves aerener far ; 
A new Penena rolls his fountains 

Against the morning star ; 
When) foirer Tempes bloom, there sleep 
Toung Cfcladi on a sunnier deep. 

A loftier Argo cleaTea the main, 

Pnught with a later priie ; 
Another Orpheus sings ^ain, 

And lores, and weeps, and die* ; 
A new DljiSCT leaTes once more 
Caljpeo for hisnatire ahore. 

Oh I write no more the tale of Troy, 
If earth Death's scroll muat be ! 

Kor mix with Laian rage the joj 
Which dawns upon the freoi * 

Although a subtler Sphini rmew 

RiddlM of dekth Thebes nerer knew. 
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Another Atlieni ihall him^ 

And to miu)(«r tioM 
BoqaMth, Ulu lOMat to th* iUm, 

The ■plendoni ^ it* prime ; 
And leere, if naught to bright m»T Utc^ 
All earth can take or heaTan oan give. 

Batnm and Lore their long rapoea 
BhaU bnnt, more bright and good 

Than all vho fell, than one who roee, 
Than manf tuunbdaed : 

Rot gold, not blood, their altar dowen. 

Bat TodTe tean and ijmbol flowen. 

Ob <mae ! matt bate and death retain P 
CeaM ! miut men kill and die F 

Ceawl dnin not to iti dregi the urn 
Of bitter propheoj. 

The world ti wearj of the pait, 

Oh might it die or reit at laet t 



THE KLES OF GREECE. 

(Don JWoa.) 

Thb iilee of Ofoeee, the i*le« of Gi«eee 1 
Where baming Sappho lored and wng, 

Where grew the art* of war and peaoe, — ■ 
Where Deloe roee, and Fhabui iprang 1 

Blemal lammsr glide them jet. 

Bat all, ewept their lun, i> let. 
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The Scian and the Teian maae, 
The hero's harp, the lover's lute, 

Hare found the fame jour shores refuse ; 
Their place of birth alone is mute 

To sounds which echo further west 

Than your sires' ' Islands of the Blest.' 

The moimtains look on Marathon, 
And Marathon looks on the sea ; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

I dreamed that Gbeece might still be free : 

For standing on the Persians' grave, 

I could not deem myself a slave. 

A king sate on the rocky brow 

Which looks o'er sea-bom Salamis ; 

And ships, by thousands, lay below, 
And men in nations ; — all were his 1 

He counted them at break of day— 

And when the sun set where were they ? 

And where are they ? and where art thou, 
My country ? On thy voiceless shore 

The heroic lay is timeless now — 
The heroic bosom beats no more ! 

And must thy lyre, so long divine. 

Degenerate into hands like mine F 

'Tis something, in the dearth of fame, 
Though linked among a fettered race, 

To feel at least a patriot's shame, 
Even as I sing, suffuse my face ; 

For what is left the poet here ? 

For Greeks a blush— for Greece a tear. 




atXa TOM THIXD. 

Hiut <M but waep o'er dajs more blsit T 
Hurt am bat bluih F— Our bthen bled. 

Ekrtb 1 render back from out thj tv«Btt 
A remiunt of our Spurtui deftd 1 

Of the three huDdred grant but thrM, 

To make a now Thennopjl* ! 

What, (ilent itill ? and ailent all t 
Ah I no I— the Toicee of the dead 

Sound like a diatant torrent'a fall. 
And anairer, ' Let one living headl, 

'Til bat the liriiig who are dumb. 



In rain — in TSin : atrike other chord* ; 

Fill high the cup with Samian wine ! 
Leare battle* to the Tnrkiah hordea. 

And ahed the blood of Sdo'a vine 1 
Hark I riling to the ignoble call, 
How anawen each bold Bacchanal ! 

Tou have the Pjrrhio dance as jet, 
Where ia the PjTrhic phalanx gone ? 

Of two luch le»oni, whj forget 
The nobler and the manlier one ? 

Toa bare the letters Cadmui gave— 

Think fa he meant them for a alave 7 

Fill high th« bowl with Samian wine ! 

We will not think of theme* like the** 
It made Anaceron'* long divine : 

He aerved — but lerred Foljcnte* — 
A tjrant g but our moaten thea 
Wer* (till, at lea*t, our eountrjmen. 
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The tyrant of the Ohenonete 

Was freedom'! best and bravest friend ; 

That tjrant was Miltiades ! 
Oh ! that the present hour would lend 

Another despot of the kind ! 

Such chains as his were sure to bind. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

On Suli's rock, and Parga's shore, 
Exists the remnaut of a line 

Such as the Doric mothers bore ; 
And there, perhaps, some seed is sown, 
The Heracleidan blood might own. 

Trust not for freedom to the Franks — 
They have a king who buys and sells : 

In native swords, and native ranks. 
The only hope of courage dwells ; 

But Turkish force, and Latin fraud. 

Would break your shield, however broad. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

Our virgins dance beneath the shade — 
I see their glorious black eyes shine ; 

But, gazing, on each glowing maid. 
My own the burning tear-drop laves, 
To think such breasts must suckle slAves. 

Place me on Sunium's marbled steep. 
Where nothing, save the waves and I, 

May hear our mutual murmurs swe^ ; 
There, swan-like, let me sing and die. 

A land of slaves shall ne'er be mine-* 

Dash down yon cup of Samian wine I 

Lard Bf 
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YE MARINERS OF ENGLAND. 



Te UKrinenof England! 
TUat guard our natiTe saaa ; 
WhoM flag hia bisriNl, a Ihounnd ^eari, 
I'lie battle and tlie breeze 1 
Your glorious lUniIard launcli again 
To match another foe I 
And a weep through the deep, 
While the ilorm; winda do blow ; 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the itormj wind* do blow. 



The spirila of jour bthen 

Shall itart from eroij waTS ! — 

For the deck it wu their field of tame. 

And OeeaD wh their grare : 

Where Blake and might; Nelion fell. 

Your nunlj heatti shall glow, 

Al JB sweep through the deep. 

While the stonnj winds do blow } 

While the battls ntgca loud aod long. 

And the stonnj wiodi do blow. 
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Britannia needi no balwftrkl, 

No lowera along tho (tMp ; 

Her march a o'er the mountain- nTM, 

Her homo ia on the deep. 

With thundera From her nstdTB oak, 

She quell) the floodi below, — 

A» Ihej roar on the shore, 

When the itomij wind* do blow ; 

When the battle nges load and long, 

And the itonnj windi do blow. 



The meteor flag of England 

Shall jet terrific bum ; 

Till daogcr'a troubled night depart, 

And the atar of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ooeui-wsrriora ! 

Our aong and feaat ehall flow 

To the fame of 70UT name. 

When the atorm has ceued to blow 1 

When the fiery Sght ii faeerd no more. 

And the atorm haa MMed to blow, 

T. Camf 
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THE PROGRESS OF FREEDOM. 

In the great morning of tlie world, 
Tbs Spirit of Ood with might unfurled 
The flag of Freedom orer chao>, 

And &11 ita banded anarcha fled, 
Like Tultorea frighted from Imaui 

Before wa earthquake'i tread. 
So from Time'a tempettuoui dawn 
Freedom's aplendour bunt and ihone : 
Thermop^ln and Haratlion 
Caught, like mounlaina beaeon-light«d. 

The ipringing Sre. The wiugid glorf 
On Philippi half alighted, 

Like an eagle on a prooiontorir. 
It* unwearied winga could fan 
The quenchless ashes of Milan. 
From age to age, from man to man. 
It lired) and lit from land to land 
Florence, Albion, Switzerland. 
Then night fell ; and, as from night, 
B«-asiuming flerj Sight, 
From the west iwift Freedom came, 

Agunat the oodtso of hoaTen and doom, 
A wiDoiid lUD amjed in flame, 

To bum, to kindle, ta illume. 
From far Atlantis ita jonng beami 
Chaaed the ibsdowi and the dream*. 
Franoe, with all her Moguine ■treami. 
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Hid, but quencbed it not ; again 
Tbrougb clouds its sbafts of glory rain 
From utmost Germany to Spain. 
As an eagle fed witb morning 
Scorns tlie embattled tempest's warning 
When she seeks her aerie hanging 

In the mountain-redar*s hair, 
And her brood expect the clanging 

Of her ifiings through the wild air, 
Sick with famine ; — Freedom so 
To what of Qreece remaineth now 
Keturns ; her hoary ruins glow 
Like orient mountcdns lost in day ; 

Beneat)i the safety of her wings 
Her renovated nurslings play, 

And in the naked lightnings 
Of truth they purge their dazsled eyes. 
Let Freedom leave, where'er she flies, 
A deaert, or a paradise ; 
Let the beautiful and the brave 
Share her glory, or a grave ! 

P. B, Skelleg- 



THE SOLITARY REAPER. 

Behold her, single in the field. 
Ton sohtary Highland Lass ! 
Reaping and singing by herself; 
Stop here, or gently pass ! 



^ 




AIoiM ihs onU, Mid bind* the gntin, 
And nngi a meluiehalj ttrain ; 
O liitcn 1 for ttia Tkle profound 
II DTer&awing with the saond. 

No Nightingtla did erer ehvit 

So iwertlf to repcMJug baiid* 

Of TnTeilen in •oroe ihad; hftnnt, 

Among Aiabisn 8aiid> : 

A Toice M thrilling n«'er mw b«ud 

In (pring-time from the Oackoo-bird, 

Breaking tha lilenoe of the easi 

Among the tartheit Hebridee. 

Will DO one tell nte what ihe nog* f 
Ferhttpi the plBintife number* flow 
For old, imhapp;, Ikr-off thtogi. 
And battle* long ago : 
Or ■■ it eome more humble laj, 
Famitiar matter of to-daj 7 
Borne natural aorrow, loaa, or pain, 
Th»i baa been, and maj be again I 

What^'er the theme, the Muden lang 
Ae if her aong Mold hare no ending j 
I (aw her tinging at her work, 
And o'er tbe aickl« bending ; — 
I liitened till I had mj fill, 
And when I mounted up the hill. 
The muaia in mj heart I bore. 
Long after it wai heard no more. 

W. Woritvmrth. 
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STANZAS WRITTEN IN HIS LIBRARY. 

Mt days among the Dead are past ; 

Around me I behold, 
Wherever these casual ejea are cast, 

The mighty minds of old ; 
Mj never failing friends are thej, 
With whom I converse day hy daj. 

With them I take delight in weal, 

And seek relief in woe ; 
And while I understand and feel 

How much to them I owe, 
Mj cheeks have often been bedewed 
With tears of thoughtful gratitude. 

My thoughts are with Ihe Dead, with them 

I live in long past years, 
Their virtues love, their faults oondenm. 

Partake their hopes and fears, 
And from their lessons soek and find 
Instruction with an humble mind. 

My hopes are with the Dead, anon 

My place with them vrill be, 
And I with them shall travel on 

Through all Futurity ; 
Yet leaving here a name, I trust, 
That will not perish in the dust. 
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THE TABLES TURNED. 



Up ! up 1 mj Friend and quit your book* ; 
Or lurel; jou'Jl grow double : 
Up ! up 1 mj Friend, &nd clvsr jour looks; 
Wh; &il this toil and trouble ? 



The niD, abore the mountaiu'i head, 

A frahening lu«tre inelloir 

Through all the long green Gelda haa iprettJ, 

Hia fint iweet eTeoing jellow. 



Booki ! 'tia a dull and fndlen atrife : 
Come, hear tho woodland lionet, 
How Bweet his niuaic I on ray life. 
There'* uior« of wiadom in it. 



Aodharkt how blithe the Throttle eings! 
Ue, too, i> no mean preacher : 
Come fbrtli into tlie light of ihingB, 
Let Nature be jour teacher. 



She ha* a world of n«dj wealth, 
Our mindfl and heart* to blea* — ' 
Spontaneoui wiadom breathed bj health, 
Ttalh breathed b; cheerfidneai. 
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One impulse from a yemal wood 
May te&oh 70a more of man. 
Of moral evil and of good. 
Than all the sages can. 

Sweet is the lore which Nature brings ; 
Our meddling intellect 
Mis-shapes the beauteous fbrms of things : 
— We murder to dissect. 

Enough of Science and of Art 1 
Close up these barren leayes : 
Come forth, and bring with 70a a heart 
That watches and receiTes. 

W, TFardnoorth. 



THE INVITATION. 

(The Pine ForeH,) 

Deabbst, best and brightest, 

Come awa7, 
To the woods and to the fields! 
Dearer than this fairest da7, 
Which like thee to those in sorrow, 
Comes to bid a sweet good-morrow 
To the rough 7ear just awake 
In its cradle in the brake. 

The eldest of the hours of spring. 
Into the winter wandering, 



i 




IiMik* upon tb* IwOoM wood ; 
And the banki all bare and rude 
Found it ■eemi tbu halejtou morn. 
In FebmarT'i boaom bom. 
Bending from beaTcn, in amre mirth, 
Einod the oold forehead of the earth. 
And nniled upon the ailent lea. 
And bade the froien itreami be free ; 
And waied to muiie all the foontaini. 
And breathed upon the rigid monntaina, 
And made the wintij world appear 
Like one on whom thou uniloet, dear, 

Badiant Sirter of the Daj, 
Awake! ariee! and oomeawa;! 
To the wild woodi and the plaini. 
To the pool* where winter rain* 
Image all the roof of learei. 
Where the Fine Jti g&rlandi wearee, 
Sapleaa, grey, and irj dun 
Bound itonea that nerer kiu the lun, 
1o the landhilla of the hhl, 
Where the eariiett violets be. 

F. B. SMIty. 



THE SEA. 

{Ckilde SarolSt Pilgrimage.) 

Boll on, tiiou deep and dark blue Ocean— roll ! 
Ten thoneand fleeta iweep over thee in Tain i 
fan marks the earth with ruin — hie oontrol 
<topt with the ihore i — upon the wsterj plain 
rhe wreck* are all thj drad, nor doth remain 
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A shadow of man's rarage, sare his own, 
When, for a moment, like a drop of rain. 
He sinks into thy depths with hubbling groan, 
Without a grave, unknelled, uncoffined, and unkno^nL 

His steps are not upon thj paths, — thy fields 
Are not a spoil for him, — thou dost arise 
And shake him from thee ; the Tile strength he wieldi 
For earth's destruction thou dost all despise, 
Spuming him from thj bosom to the skies, 
And send' at him, shivering in thy playful spray 
And howling, to his gods, where haply lies 
His petty hope in some near port or bay. 
And dashest liim again to earth : — there let him lay. 

The armaments which thundorstrike the walls 
Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake, 
And monarehs tremble in their capitals. 
The oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make 
Their clay creator the vain title take 
Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war j 
Tliese are tliy toys, and, as tlie snowy flake, 
They melt into thy yeast of waves, which mar 
Alike the Armada's pride, or spoils of Trafalgar. 

Thy shores are empires, changed in all save thee— 
Assyria, Greece, Rome, Carthage, what are they ? 
Thy waters wastod them while they wore free. 
And many a tyrant since ; their shores obey 
The stranger, slave, or savage ; their decay 
Has dried up realms to deserts : — not so thou, 
Unchangeable save to thy wild waves' play^ 
Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure brow^ 
Kuch as creation's dawn beheld, thou rolle^t now. 
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Thou glorioiii mirror, whers the Almightj'i tonn 

Olaiui iUelf in tempaito ; in »11 time. 

Calm or coarubed — in breeze, or gnle, or itorm, 

Idng the pole, or in the torrid ciime 

Dark-heaTing -, — boondleu, endleM, und lublime — 

The image of Eternity — t)ia ihrone 

Of the Iiiviaible ; OTen from out lliy slime 

The monatera of tlie detp are made ; each zone 

bej* thee; thoa goeat forth, dread, fathomleaa, alone. 

And I hare lored thee. Ocean! and mj joj 
Of jouthful aporta was on Ihj breut to be 
Bom, likethj bubbles, onirard : from a boj 
I vanloned vith thj breakers — the; to me 
Were a deEight ; and if the freehcning sea 
Hade them a terror— 'twai a ploa»ing fear, 
For I was a* it were a child of thee, 
And trusted to tbj billows far and near, 
ad laid my hand upon thj mane — ai I do here. 

XiOrd Byron. 



THE GARDEN. 

(rs. S«uiliB, Plant.) 

The snowdrop, and then the riolct, 
AroM from tbe ground with warm nun wet ; 
And their breath was loixad with fresh odour, sent 
From the turf, like the Toice and the instrument. 

Then the pied wind-flower* and the tuUp tall, 
And narciui, the litirest among them all, 
Who gaie on their e;e* in the stream's rcceet, 
Till tbej die of theii own dear lorelines* ; 
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And the Naiad-like lilj of the Tale, 
Whom jouth makes so fair, and paarion so pale, 
That the h'ght of its tremulous bells is seen 
Through their pavilions of tender green ; 

And the hyacinth purple, and white, and bine, 
Which flung from its bells a sweet peal anew 
Of music 80 delicate, soft, and intense, 
It was felt like an odour within the sense ; 

And the rose, like a njmph to the bath addrest. 
Which unveiled the depth of her glowing breast, 
Till, fold after fold, to the fiitinting air 
The soul of her beauty and love lay bare ; 

And the wand-like lily, which hfVed up, 
Asa Maenad, its moonlight*coloured cup, 
Till the fiery star, which is its eye, 
Gazed through the clear dew on the tender sky ; 

And the jessamine faint, and the sweet tuberose, 
The sweetest flower for soent that blows ; 
And all rare blossoms from every clime 
Grew in that Garden in perfect prime. 

And on the stream whose inconstant bosom 
Was prankt, under boughs of embowering blossooii 
With golden and green light, slanting through 
Their heaven of many a tangled hne, 

Broad water-lilies lay tromidously. 

And starry river-buds glimmered by, 

And around them tlie soft stream did glide and dancv 

With a motion of sweet sound and radiaooe. 
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And tlie unnom pathi of lawn and of mot*. 
Which led throagh tha garden tioag and aoroie, 
Bome open at once to the ann and the breaaa, 
Soma loat among bowan of bloiaaming traai, 

W«re*U pared with daioai aad dalical« balla 
At Cut t» the fiibuloaa aaphodela, 
And flowreta which, drooping tt daj drooped tot^ 
Fall into paTiliona, whtta, purple, and blue, 
To not the glowworm from the eTening dew. 

P. B. BltlUy. 



TO THE CUCKOO, 

O XLTTHB Ifew-ooaier! I hare heard, 
I hear thee and rqoioe. 
O Cnokool ehaU I aU thee Bird, 
Or but a wandering Toioe t 

Whi^ I un Ijing on tha gnm 
Thj twofold shout I hear i 
From hill to hill it aeenu to pan. 
At onoa &r off and near. 

Though babbling onlj to the Tale 
Of aunihina Bnd of flowen, 
Thou bringeat unto me a tale 
Of naionarj hoon. 

Thrioa welcome, dariing of tha Spring I 

Evan yet thou art to me 

TSo Bird : but an inTiaibla Thing, 
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The same whom in mj School-boy cbji 
I listened to ; that Cry 
Which made me look a thousand ways 
In bushy and tree, and sky. 

To seek thee did I often roTe 
Through woods and on the green ; 
And thou wert still a hope, a lore ; 
Still longed for, never seen. 

And I can listen to thee yet ; 
Con lie upon the plain 
And listen, till I do beget 
That golden time again. 

O blessed Bird ! the earth we pace 
Again appears to be 
An unsubstantial, faery place ; 
That is fit home for Thee ! 

W. Wordtworih, 



THE CLOUD. 

I BBIKO fresh showers for the thirsting flowers, 

From the seas and the streams ; 
I bear light sliado for the leaves when laid 

In their noonday dreams. 
From my wings are shaken the dews that waken 

The sweet buds every one. 
When rocked to rest on tlieir Mother's breast. 

As she dances about the Bun« 



i 
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1 widd the llti] of th« lulling hail, 

And vhitea the green plwnt under, 

And llien agun I diiaolTe it in cBin, 

And Uugb m I pese in thunder. 

I lift the niow on the moontaini below. 

And their great pine* griMD agluut ; 
And all the night 'tie mj pillow wliite, 

While 1 ateep in the arau of the BUwt. 
Sublime on the tower* of mj akiey bower*, 

Lightning m; pilot *iU, 
In aoaTern under is fettered the Thunder, 

It etniggle* and howl* at fit* ; 
Over earth and ocean, with geulle motion, 

Thia pilot i* guiding me, 
Liired b; the \trte of the Genii that more 

In the depthi of the purple *ea j 
Over the rill*, and the cng*, and the hill*, 

Orertbe lake* and the plain*, 
Whsrerer he dreun, under mountain or itream, 

The Spirit he loTe* lemaina ; 
And I all the while bask in hearen'a blue luile, 

Whilit he ii diiaolring in rain*. 

The ikngmne Sunriie, with hi* meteor eje*. 

And hi* burning plume* outipread. 
Leap* on the back of my niling raok, 

When the morning itar ihiiiee dead. 
A* on the jag of a mountain eiag, 

Which an earthquake rock* and twinga. 
An eagle alii one moment maj lit 

In the light of it* golden wing*. 
Aitd when Siuuet na; breathe, Iram the lit m* bi 

It* ardonn of reat and of loTa, 



222 fOBTS WALK. 

And the crimson pall of eye may ftJl 

From the depth of heaven above, 

With wings folded I rest, on mine airy neat, 
As still as a brooding doTe. 

That orb^d maiden with white fire laden. 

Whom mortals call the Moon, 
Glides glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor, 

By the midnight breezes strewn ; 
And wlieroTcr the beat of her anseen feet, 

Which only the angels hear, 
May hayo broken the woof of my tent's thin roof, 

The stars peep behind her and peer % 
And I laugh to see them whirl and flee, 

Like a swarm of golden bees, — 
When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent, 

Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas. 
Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high, 

Are each paved with the moon and these. 

I bind the Sun*s throne with a burning zone. 

And the Moon's with a girdle of pearl ; 
The Volcanoes are dim, and the Stars reel and swim, 

When the Whirlwinds my banner unfurl. 
From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape, 

Over a torrent sea. 
Sunbeam -proof, I hang like a roof. 

The mountains its columns be. 
The triumphal arch through which I march, 

WiUi hurricane, fire, and snow, 
When the powers of the air are chained to my ehair. 

Is the million-coloured bow : ' 
The Sphere-fire above its soft colours wove. 

While the moist Earth was laughing b«low. 
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□ the cUoghler of Earth and Water, 

And tlie imnling of rhe Skj ; 
iw tbrouKh the pore* of the ocean and ahom ; 

I cliBDge, but I cannot die. 
' alter the reia, when with neTcr a slain. 

The paTilioD of heaTan ia bare, 
1 the winds and sunbeam* with their coniei gleaui) 

Build up the blue dome of air, 
lentlj laiif(h at m; own cenotaph, 

And out of the caTems of rain, 
g a child from the womb, like a ghost from the lomb, 

I arise, and unbuild it again. 

P. a. SAilUv. 



(Don Jaait.) 

fAUi ! blessM be the hour I 

time, the clime, the spot, wJiare I so oft 
felt that moment in its fullest potter 
[ o'er the earth so beantiful and soft, 

swung the deep bell in the distant tower, 
Jie faint djiug daj-hjnui stole alon, 
ot a breath crept through the roa; air, 
et the forest learea seemed atirred with praj'er. 

Caria 1 tis the hour of prajer I 
Harial 'tis the hour of loye I 
[arial maj our spirits dare 
k up to thine and to tb; Son's above ! 
[aiia t oh, that face so fair ! 
•• domiHtft c^ee beneath the Almighty doT»— 
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What though 'tis hat a piotared image ? — strike— 
That painting is no idol— 'tis too like. 

Sweet hour of twilight ! — in the solitude 

Of the pine forest, and the silent shore 
Which bounds Ravenna's immemorial wood, 

Booted where once the Adrian wave flowed o'er, 
To where the last Ceraarean fortress stood, 

Evergreen forest ! which Boccaccio's lore j 

And Dryden's laj made haunted ground to me, i 

How have I loved the twilight hour and thee ! 



The shrill cicalas, people of the pine, 
Making their summer lives one ceaseless song, 

Were the sole echoes, save my steed's and mine, 
And vesper bell's that rose the boughs along ; 

The spectre huntsrr.an of Onesti's line, 

His hell-dogs, and their chase, and the fair throng 

Which learned from this example not to fly 

From a true lover, — shadowed my mind's eye. 

Oh, Hesperus ! thou bnngest all good things-— 
Home to the weary, to the hungiy cheer, 

To the young bird the parent's brooding wings, 
The welcome stall to the o'erlaboured steer. 

Whate'er of peace about our hearthstone dings, 
Whate'er our household gods protect of dear. 

Are gathered round us by thy look of rest : 

Thou bringest the child, too, to the mother^s hnUt , 



Soft hour ! which wakes the wish and malts tlM 
Of thoM who sail the seas, on the finl di^ 



k 
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Hun thej Aram their awMt rriendi are torn apart i 
Or fills with lore tlic pilgrim on hii inj 

• the far bull of Tctper make* him alart, 
Seeming; lo weep the dying day'i decaj ; 

I thit a fancy which our reason Broma 7 

Ji ! sarely nothing diea but aomathing mounu ! 

Lord Byron. 



AUTUMN. 

SllBON of miata and mellow fruitfulneu ! 

Cloae boaom-friend of the matuhnK tun ; 
Cbnspiring with him how to load and bleai 

With fruit the vine* that round the thatch-eavM run ; 
To bend with applea the moaaad oottage-treea, 

And &1I all fruit with ripeneu to the oore ; 
To (Well tba gourd, and plump the haiel ahella 

With a sweet kernel ; to aet budding more, 
And itill more, later flowers for the beea, 
0ntil the; think warm dajs will never oeaaa, 

For Summer haa o'er-brimmed their oUmmy oelU. 

Who hath not teen thee o(l amid tliy itore ? 

fiometimea whoBTer eeeki abroad may And 
Thee titling oareleu on a granary floor, 

Thy hair M>ft-liftsd by Ihe winnowing wind g 
Or on a half-reaped furrow sound adeep, 

I>Towaed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 
Spares the next awatb and all its twin&d flowart j 
And Bometime like a gleaner thou doet keep 

Steady thy laden head acroaa a brook i 

Or by a rader-preea, with patient look, 

TlioB watcheat the last ooilngs, houn by houra. 
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Where are the songs of Spring ? Ay, where are thej ? 

Think not of them, thou hast thy music too, 
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day. 
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue ; 
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 
Among the riyer sallows, borne aloft 

Or sinking as the light wind lires or dies ; 
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hiUy bourn ; 
Hedge-crickets sing ; and now with treble soft 
The redbreast whistles from a garden-croft. 
And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 

J. KeaU, 



A SERENADE. 

Ah ! County Guy, the hour is nigh, 

The sun has left the lea, 
The orange flower perfumes the bower, 

The breeze is on the sea. 
The lark, his lay who thrilled aU day, 

Sits hushed his partner nigh ; 
Breeze, bird, and flower, oonfeee the hour, 

But where is County Guy ? 

The village maid steals through the ahada. 

Her shepherd's suit to hear ; 
To beauty shy, by lattice high, 

Sings hieh-bom Cavalier. 
The star of Love, all stars abore. 

Now reigns o'er earth and sky ; 
And high and low the influence know—- 

But where is County Guy I 

Smp W, ScoH. 
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{latrodneHon to ' Songi nf Imooene* 

fiFina down the Talk;* wild. 
Piping BOngi of pieMUt glee. 
On a olond I Mkw & obild, 
And fae bknghing Mud to me :— 

' Fip« a toDg about a lamb :' 
Bo I piped with meny cheer. 
' Piper, pipe that eong again i' 
So I ^ped ; be wept to hear. 

' Drop tb J pipe, thj happy pipe, 
Bing thj. longs of bappy cheer :' 
So I Rung the same again, 
Wbile be wept witb joy to bear. 

' Kpar, lit thee down and write 
In a book that >U may read ' — 
8obe*ani*hed firom my sigbt; 
And I ploeked a hidlow reed. 

And I made a nml pen. 
And I ttained the water dear. 
And I wrote my bappj iongi. 
BTer; diild may joy to hear. 
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THE HARP OF MY COUNTRY. 

DsAB Harp of m j Country ! In darkness I found thee, 

The cold chain of silence had hung o*er thee long, 
When proudly, my own Island Harp, I unbound thee, 

And gave all th v cords to light, freedom, and song ! 
The warm lay of love and the light note of gladness 

Haye wakened thy fondest, thy liyeliest thrill ; 
But so oft hast thou echoed the deep sigh of sadness. 

That e'en in thy mirth it will steal from thee stilL 

Dear Harp of my Country 1 farewell to thy numbers. 

This sweet wreath of song is the last we shall twine. 
Go, sleep with the sunshine of Fame on thy slumbers, 

Till touched by some hand less unworthy than mine. 
If the pulse of the patriot, soldier, or loyer, 

Haye throbbed at our lay, 'tis thy glory alone ; 
It was but as the wind passing suddenly oyer. 

And all the wild sweetness I waked was thy own. 



THE POWER OF MUSIC. 

An Orpheus ! an Orpheus !— yes. Faith may grow bold, 
And uie to herself all the wonders of old j^ 
Near the stately Pantheon you'll meet with the same 
In the street that irom Oxford hath borrowed its 
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■taiian it tiiere ; — ud he worki on tha an>wd, 
iwajB them with lunnonj marrj and loud g 
SUi with hia power all th«r hearta to the brim — 
I Koght erer ba«rd like hii Sddle and him 7 

It an eager auembl; ! what an empire ii tliil 1 
WMrj hare life, and the hungry hare blin ; 
mourner i* cheered, and the aniioua hire re«t g 

. the gnilt-biirtheEied soul ij no longer oppreat. 

he Mooa brightem roand her the cloudg of the night, 
le, when he itandi, it a centre of light ; 
leami on the face, there, of duakj-broved Jack, 
the pale-Tisaged Baker't, with l«iket on back. 

t errand-bouDd 'Prentice was pauing in haele — 
at matter ! he'i caught — and hia time rum to wMle — 
NevsmaD a stopped, though he etope on the fret, 
I the half breathlew Lamplighter— he's io the net I 

Porter >it» down on the weight which he bore j 
Lax with her barrow wheel* hither her store g— 
thief oould be here he might pilfer at eaie ; 
teea the Uueidan, 'tie all that she aeea t 

itanda, backed hy the wall g — he abates not his din ; 

lULt giree him vigour, with boons dropping in, 

m the old and the joung, from the pooreet g and there 

one-pennied Bo; had hia penny to spare. 

lest are the hearen, and proud be the hand 

,he pleasure it spreads through so thankful a b*nd ; 

a gUd for him, blindaehetsl — allthewhQe 

bej speak 'til to praise, and thej praise with s smile. 
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That tall Man, a giant in bulk and in height, 
Not an inch of his body is free from delight ; 
Can he keep himself still, if he would ? oh, not he ! 
The masic stirs in him like wind through a tree. 

Mark that Cripple who leans on his omtoh ; like a tower 
That long has leaned forward, leans hour after hour !— 
That Mother, whose spirit in fetters is bound. 
While she dandles the Babe in her arms to tiie sound. 

Now, coaches and chariots ! roar on like a stream ; 
Here are twenty souls happy as souls in a dream ; 
They are deaf to your murmurs^they care not for you, 
Nor what ye are flying, nor what ye pursue ! 

W, WbrdnooHh. 



ROBIN HOOD. 

No! those days are gone away 
And their hours are old and grey, 
And their minutes buried all 
Under the down -trodden pall 
Of the leayes of many yean : 
Many times have Winter's shears, 
Frozen North, and chilling East, 
Sotmded tempests to the feast 
Of the forest's whispering fleeces. 
Since men knew nor rent nor leasee. 

No, the bugle sounds no more, 
And the twanging how no more ; 
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Silmit a the Iror; ihrill 
Put the heath uid up the hill ; 
There u DO mid-ronat laugh, 
Where long Beho girea the half 
To eome wight, amaied t« hew 
Jeetjng, deep in Toreat dre>r. 

On tba fftireit time of June 
Tou ma; go, with sun or moon. 
Or the (even atara to Ugbt jou. 
Or the pol&r nj to right jou ; 
But jou nerer msj behold 
Little John, or Bobin bold ; 
NeTer one, of >U the clan, 
Thrumming on Kn empty can, 
Some old hunting dittj, while 
He doth his green wb; beguile 
To tair hoateaa Uerriment, 
Down beside the paaCure Trent; 
For he left the merry tale, 
]ilea*eiiger for apicj «le. 

Gone, the menj morri* din ) 
Qone, the eong of Gameljn ; 
Gone, the toogh-belled outlaw 
Idling in the ' gren^ shawe ;^ 
All are gone awaj and past I 
And if Bobin should be cast 
Suddsu from hia tufted grave. 
And if Marian ihould hare 
Onoe again her forest days. 
She would weep, and he would oraie : 
He would swear, for all his oaks, 
Fall'n beneath the dookjard strokes. 
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Hrts rotted OD the briaj mm ; 
8be vould weep th>t her wild beta 
Suig not to her — »ti«iigo i that honej 
Clui't be got without hard monej ! 

So it u I yet let m ■ing 
Honour lo (he old bow-slringl 
Honour to the bugle-bom I 
Honour to the woods unahom I 
Honour to the Lincoln green ! 
Honour to the archer keen I 
Honour to tight Little John, 
And the horae he rode upon 1 
Honour to bold Robin Hood, 
Sleeping in the underwood ! 
Honour to Maid Marian, 
And to all the Sherwood clan I 
Though their dajs have hurried by. 
Let ua two a burden irj. 

J. KeaU. 



HUNTING SONG. 

Wakbh, lords and ladles gaj. 
On the mountain dawna the daj, 
Alt the joll; chase is here, 
With bawk, and horse, and hunting-ipear! 
Hounds are in their couples jielUng, 
Hawks are whistling, boms are knelling, 
Merrilj, merrilj, mingle (he;, 
' Waken, lords and ladie* ga;.' 
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Wakm, loid* and ladiea gay, 

The mut hu left the mounUin grej, 

Springleto in tho dawn ar« ■teamiaft, 

Dumoods on the bmke are gleaming i 

And forolen hare buij been, 

To track the buck in Ihicket green : 

Kqw we oome to chant our kj, 

' Waken, loida and Udie* gaj.' 

Waken, lordi and ladiee gaj, 
To the graen-wood bade awaj ; 
We can show ;oa where he Uea, 
Fleet of foot, and tall of tiie ; 
We can ahow the marka he mads. 
When 'gainat the oak hia antlers frajed ; 
Ton ihall Me him hronght (o bu;, 
' Waken, lord* and ladiet ga;.' 

Louder, londcr chant the laj. 

Waken, lord* and ladiea gaj ! 

Tell them youth, and mirth, and glee, 

Rnn a oonrae ae well u we ; 

Time, item himtaman ! who can baulk. 

Stanch ai hound, and fleet aa Imwk ; 

Think of thta, and riae with daj, 

Qentla loi'da and ladiea gaj. 

Sir W. Scoil. 
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LONDON. 

(Compoted on WeHmiiuter Bridge^ September 9rd, 1808- 

Eabth has not anjthing to show more fiur : 
Dull would he be of soul who could pass bj 
A sight so touching in its majesty : 
This City now doth like a garment wear 
The beautj of the morning ; silent, bai«, 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky ; 
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
Never did sun more beautifollj steep 
In his first splendour vallej, rock or hill ; 
Ne*er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep ! 
The river glideth on his own sweet will : 
Dear God I the very houses seem asleep j 
And all that mighty heart is lying still! 

JT, JTordeworth, 



VENICE 

(Childe Harold's Pilgrimage,) 

I STOOD in Venice, on the Bridge of Sighs ; 
A palace and a prison on each hand : 
I saw from out the wave her structures rise 
As from the stroke of the enchanter's wand : 
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A tbounod jtsn their cloudy inngi eip&nd 
Aroimii ma, and & djing OI0T7 amilM 
O'er tlie fiv timea, vhan many a aubj«ct Und 
Looked to the wingM Lion's marble pilea, 
Where Tenice «Ble ia state, throned on ber hnndrad itlMl 

She look* a tea Cjbele, frmh from oomd. 
Riling with her tian of proud towen 
At air; distance, with majeetic motion, 
A ruler of the naten and their poven : 
And inch ^e was ; — liar daughters had their dowers 
From spoils of nations, and the exhauitJess East 
Poured in her lap all gems in sparkling showers. 
In purple iras she robed, and of her feast 
Uonarchs partook, and deemed their digoit; inereased. 

In Tenice Tawo's enhoe* are no more, 
And silent rows the songless gondolier g 
Her palaces are crumbling to the shore. 
And musie meets not alwaji now the ear : 
Ilioae daje are gone — but Beaut; slill is here. 
States faU, arts fade— but Nature doth not die. 
Nor ;et forget how Tenice once was datr. 
The pleasant place of all feativit;, 
'Hie rerel of the earth, the masque of Ital; 1 

Lord Bgnm. 



L 
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THE SAME. 
{LinsM written among the Euganean Sills.) 

Bbnbath 18 spread like a green sea 
The waveless plain of Lombardj, 
Bounded hy the yaporous air, 
Islanded bj cities fair. 
Underneath daj*s azure ejes 
Ocean's nursling, Venice lies, 
A peopled labyrinth of walls, 
Amphitrite's destined halls, 
Which her hoarj sire now pares 
With his blue and beaming wares. 
Lo ! the sun upsprings behind, 
Broad, red, radiant, half redined 
On the level quivering line 
Of the waters crystalline ; 
And before that chasm of light. 
As within a furnace bi:ight, 
Column, tower, and dome, and spire, 
Shine like obelisks of fire, 
Pointing with inconstant motion 
From the altar of dark ocean 
To the sapphire-tinted skies ; 
As the flames of sacrifice 
From the marble slirines did rise. 
As to pierce the dome of gold 
Where Apollo spoke of old. 

Sun-girt Citj ! thou hast been 
Ocean's child, and then his queen. 



1_ 
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Now ii oome m darker d»j, 
And thou sooii m<ut be his prey, 
If the power thmt nieed thee here 
HbUow >o thj nter; bier. 
A leee drew rain then than now. 
With thy conquett-branded brow 
Stooping to the iUts of alBTe* 
From th.T throne, unong the narea 
Wilt thou be, when the Mamew 
Fliea, a> once beTore it flew. 
O'er thine iilea depopulate. 
And all i> in it! ancient state ; 
Bale where manj a palace gate 
With green »e»-flower» overgrown 
Like a rock of ooean'* own, 
Topplea o'er the abandoned sea 
Aa the tide* change luUenly. 
The fiiher on hie wateij waj. 
Wandering at the cloee of daj. 
Will ipreadjiie Mil and seiie hit oar 
Till he pau the gloomy shore, 
Leet thy dead ahould, from their ileep 
Biueting o'er the itarlight deep, 
Lead a rapid maaque of death 
O'er the waten of bii path. 

P. B. aiMlUy. 
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EDINBURGH. 
(Marmum,) 

Still on the spot Lord Marmion stayed, 
For fairer scene he ne*er survejed. 
When sated with the martial show 
That peopled all the plain helow. 
The wandering eje could o*er it go, 
And mark the distant city glow 
With gloomy splendour red ; 
For on the smoke-wreaths, huge and slow. 
That round her sahle turrets flow, 

The morning beams were shed, 
And tinged them with a lustre proud. 
Like that which streaks a thunder-oloud. 

Such dusky grandeur clothed the height, 

Where the huge Castle holds its state. 
And all the steep slope down 

Whose ridgy back heaves to the sky. 

Piled deep and massy, close and high. 
Mine own romantic town ! 

But northward £u*, with purer bUse, 

On Ochil mountains fell the rays. 

And as each heathy top they kissed, 

It gleamed a purple amethyst. 

Yonder the shores of Fife you saw ; 

Here Preston-Bay and Berwick-Law : 
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And, broad between Ihran rolled. 
The gallant Frith the e/e might note, 
WhoM inUndi on its boeom floit, 

Lille emeraldi chaeed in gold. 
Fili-Boetace' heart felt dosel; pent ; 
Ag if to gire hi> rapture Tent, 
The >pur be to hie charger lent. 

And isieed hi* bridle hand, 
And, makiag demi-*olte in air. 
Cried, ■ Where'e the coward that would not dare 

To Sgbt for Buch a laud !' 

Sir W. Seott. 



THE COLISEUM. 

(CitUd* Sarold't PUgritmagt.) 

AxD here the buii of eager nations ran, 
In murmured pit;, or loud-roared applauae, 
A> man waa Blaughtered b; hii feUow-maa. 
And wherefore ilaughtered P wherefore, but became 
Such were the bloodj Ciroue' gemal lawi. 
And the imperial pleasure. — Wherefore not i 
What matten where we fiill to All the mawa 
Of worms— on battle-plaina or lirted epot P 
Both are but dieatrea where the chief aotor* rot. 

I lee before me the Gladiator lie : 

He leans upon hie hand — his manly brow 

CoDsenla to death, but conquen agon;. 

And hit drooped head links gradaallj low — 

And tluoQgh his aide the laat diope, ebbing slow 
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From the red gash, fall hearj, one bj one, 
Like the first of a thunder-shower ; and now 
The arena swims aronnd him — ^he ia gone, 
Ere ceased the inhuman shout which hailed the wxetdi vlio 
won. 

He heard it, but he heeded not — his eyes 
Were with his heart, and that was far awaj : 
He recked not of the life he lost nor prize, 
But where his rude hut by the Danube laj. 
There were his young barbarians all at play. 
There was tlieir Dacian mother — ^he, their sire, 
Butchered to make a Roman holiday — 
All this nished with his blood — Shadl he expire 
And unavenged ? — Arise ! ye Goths, and glut your ire! 

But here, where Murder breathed her bloody steam ; 
And here, where buzzing nations choked the ways, 
And roared or murmured like a mountain stream 
Dashing or winding as its torrent strays ; 
Here, wliere the Roman millions* Uame or praise 
Was death or life, the plaything of a crowd. 
My Toice sounds much — and fall the stam' faint rays 
On the arena void — seats crushed — walla bowed — 
And galleries, where my steps seem echoes strangely knid. 

A ruin — yet what ruin ! firom its mass 
Walls, palaces, half-cities, have been reared ; 
Yet oft the enormous skeleton ye pass, 
And marvel where the spoil could have appeared. 
Hath it indeed been plundered, or but cleared P 
Alas ! developed, opens the decay, 
When the colossal frabrio's form is neared : 
It will not bear the brightness of the day, 
Which streams too much on all yearn, man, baTe raft away* 
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Bnt whm ths ming moon begini to climb 
It» topmort ireh, and gentlj p&uaoa thera [ 
When the it«™ twinkla through the loopi of tiniB, 
And the low night-breeio wstcb along the air 
The garland forest, which the gray walls wear. 
Like laurels on the bald firat Cmbt'i head ; 
When the light ihinei *erene but doth not glare, 
Then in this magic cirds rai>a the dead : 
Heroes hare trod this apot— 'lia on their duit ye tread. 
Lord Byron. 



THE VALE OF CASHMERE. 
(Lalla Rooih.) 

Who hai not heard of the Vale of Cuhmere, 
With its roaea the brighleit that earth arer gare, 

Itl templea, and groltoea, and foontaina aa clear 
Am the loTe-lighted ejea that hang over their ware P 

)h I to aee it at (unset, — when warm o'er the lake 

Iti splendour at parting a summer ere tbrovs, 
die a bride, full of blushea, when ling'ring to take 

A last look at her mirror at night ere aha goaa I — 
Hien the shiiaea throngh the foliage are gleambg half-shown, 
ind each hallows the hour by some rites of ita own. 
[ere the mniio of prayer from a minaret swells. 

Hen the Ifagian his um, full of perfume, is swinging, 
Lnd here, at the altar, a lone of sweet bell* 

Bound the waist of «ome fair Indiui dancer is ringing, 
tr to see it by moonlight, — when mellowly sbioM 
^ ligU o'v ita f'"—. gardens, and ihiines ; 
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When the water-fidls gleam, Uke a quick &I1 of sten, 
And the nightingale's hymn from the lale of Chenan 
Is broken by laughs and light echoes of feet 
From the cool, shining walks where the young people maet' 
Or at mom, when the magic of daylight awakes 
A new wonder each minute, as slowly it breaks, 
Hills, cupolas, fountains, called forth erery one 
Out of darkness, as if but just bom of the sun. 
When the Spirit of Fragrance is up for the day. 
From his harem of night-flowers stealing away ; 
And the wind, full of wantonness, woos like a lover 
The young aspen-trees, till they tremble all OTer. 
When the East is as warm as the light of first hopes. 

And Day with its banner of radiance unfurled. 
Shines on through the mountainous portal that opes, . 

Sublime from that Yalley of bliss to the world ! 



*I TRAVELLED AMONG UNKNOWN M^N/ 

I TSATBLLBD among unknown men. 

In lands beyond the sea ; 
Nor, Enghind ! did I know tiU then 

What love I bore to thee. 

*Ti8 past, that melanehcdy dream ! 

Nor will I quit thy shore 
A second time ; for still I seem 

To lore thee more and more. 
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■Amoag Oij moimUiiu did I feol 

The Joj of m J dinM j 
And ibe I cheruhed turned hsr vheel 

Baiide ui Engliih fire. 

Thj momingi ihowed, thj nigliti oonooaled 

The bowen irhera Luoj plajed ; 
And thins u loo the lut green field 

Th»t Luojr'i ejet lurrejed. 



THE TRIUMPH OF BACCHUS. 

{Endgmio».) 

Birai.TH mj palm-treei, b; the riTsr ude, 
I Mt a weeping : in the whole world wide 
niere ww no one to uk me whj I wept — 

And 10 I kept 
Brimming the w>ter-lil; aup> with tMn 

Cold u m; feu*. 

Beneath mjr palm-treec, b; the river side, 
I *Bt a weeping ; wh&t enunonred bride, 
Cbe«ted bj ih&dowy wooer &om the doudi. 

Bat hides tuid ihroud* 
Beneath du-k palm-treee bj a rinr ud* T 

And aa I aat, orer the light bine hill* 
There came a noise of reieUer* : the rilla 
Into the wide liream came of purple hne — 

'ISrai Baoehni and hii orew-I 
Tho CMiieat tmmpet ipake, and nlTir thiilli 

111 
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From kitting CTmbala made a meny 

*Twas Baoohui aod his kin I 
Like to a moving vintage down thej came, 
Crowned with green leaves, and fisees all on flame; 
All madlj dancing through the pleasant vaUey, 

To scare thee, Melandiolj ! 
O then, O then, thou wast a simple name ! 
And I forgot thee, as the berried hoUj 
By shepherds is forgotten, when in June, 
Tall chesnuts keep away the sun and moon :— 
I rushed into the foUy I 

Within his car, aloft, young Bacchus stood. 
Trifling his ivy«dart, in dancing mood. 

With sidelong laughing ; 
And little rills of crimson wine imbrued 
His plump white arms, and shoulders, enough while 

For Venus* pearly bite j 
And near him rode Silenus on his ass. 
Pelted with flowers as he on did pasa 

Tipsily quaiBng. 

Wlienoe came ye, merry Damsels ! whence eamie y^ 
So many, and so many, and such glee P 
Why have ye left your bowers desolate, 

Your lutes, and gentler fkte ? 
* We follow Bacchus ! Baochus on the wing, 

A conquering ! 
Bacchus, young Baochus ! good or ill betide. 
We dance before him thorough kingdoms wide ^— 
Come hither, lady fair, and joined be 

To our wild minstrelsy !' 

Whence came ye, jolly Satyrs ! whenoe oame ye, 
So many, and so many, and such glee P 
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Why hftTe je laft jour fonat hiuintf, whj left 
Tour uuta in oak-tToo clsft t — 

' Far wine, for yiiae ire left our kernel tree ; 

For wine w« left oor heath, Mid jtOow broomi. 
And oold mudirooini ; 

For wine wa fallow B&ochiu tbrongli the earth ; 

Great god of breathlen cups and chirping miltfa I 

Come hither, lady &ir, and Joined be 
To our mad minstrelsy I' 

Orer wide itreama and moimtaini great we went. 
And, UTe when Bacchus kept hia iry tent, 
Onw&rd the tiger and the leopard panb. 

With Asian elephants : 
Ooward thsee myriads — with song and dance. 
With lebraa ■triped, and sleek Arabians' pnuoe, 
Web-fboted alli^tora, crooodilea. 
Bearing upon their scaly backs, in files. 
Plump infant laughers mimicking the coil 
Of seamen, snd stout galley-rowen' toil : 



UooQled on panthers' fiirs and lions' manse. 
From rear to Tan they scour about the plains j 
A three days' journey in a moment done ; 
And always, at the rising of the sun, 
About the wild* thej hunt with spear and horn. 
On spleenful utiiaorii. 

I saw Osirian Egypt kneel adown 

Before the Tine-wreath arown 

I saw parched Abyssinia rouse and sing 
Xo the silTor cymbals' ring I 



246 fOETS WALK. 

I saw the whelming yiniage hoUj pierce 

Old Tartary the fierce ! 
The kings of Ind their jewel-soeptieB Tail 
And from their treasoree scatter pearlM hail ; 
Great Brahma from his mjstic hearen groans. 

And all his priesthood moans, 
Before young Bacchus* eye-wink turning pale. 
Into these regions came I, following him. 
Sick-hearted, weary — so I took a whim 
To stray away into these forests drear, 

Alone, without a peer : 
And I have told thee all thou mayest hear. 



ARETHUSA. 

Abethitsa arose 
From her couch of snows 

In the Acroceraunian mountains,— 
From cloud and from orag, 
With many a jag, 

Shepherding her bright fountains. 
She leapt down the rooks 
With her rainbow locks 

Streaming among the streams ; 
Her steps payed with green 
The downward rayine 

Which slopes to the western gleams 
And gliding and springing. 
She went, oyer singing, 
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In mtmntm m toft m ilwp ; 

Tlia Evtli •aemed to lore her. 

And He>Ten nnilKl sbora her, 
Aa ihe lisgersd towudi tha deep. 

Then Alpbeui bold. 

On bii glacier oold, 
With hi* trident the monntMci itrook 

And opened a chum 

In the roekt ; — with the ■paom 
All Erymanthiu ahook. 

And the black south wind 

It concealed behind 
The uma of the ailent enow, 

And earthquake and thunder 

Did rend in aunder 
The bara of the apnng* below. 

The bwrd and the hair 

Of the RiTBT-god were 
8««Q thitmgh the torrent's tweep, 

Aa he (bllowed the light 

Of the fleet njmph'a flight 
Xo the brink of the Dorian deep. 

■ Oh I MTe me I Ob 1 guide me ! 

And bid Ihe deep hide met 
Vor he graapa me now b; the hair !' 

The loud Ocean heard. 

To ita hloe depth itirred. 
And divided at her ptajer ; 

And under the water 

The Earth'a whita daughter 
Fled like a annn/ beam. 

Behind her deeoended. 

Her billowt unblended 
With the brackiah Dorian atraam. 
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lake a gloom j ttain 

On the emerald main, 
AlpheuB rushed behind, — 

Ab an eagle ponuing 

A doTe to its ruin 
Down the streams of the oloodj wind. 

Under the bowers 
Where the Ooean Powers 

Sit on their pearlM thrones ; 
Through the coral woods 
Of the weltering floods ; 

Oyer heaps of unyalued stones ; 
Through the dim beams 
Which amid the streams 

Weave a network of coloured light $ 
And imder the cayes 
Where the shadowj wayes 

Are as green as the forest's night ; 
Outspeeding the shark, 
And the swordfish dark,-^ 

Under the ocean foam. 

And up through the rifts 
Of the mountain cUfts, 

Thej passed to their Dorian home. 

And now from their fountains 

In Enna's mountains, 
Down one yale where the morning basks, 

Like friends once parted 

Grown single-hearted. 
They ply their watery tasks. 

At sunrise they leap 

From their cradles steep 
In the caye of the shelving hill ; 




BOOX THt TBISD. 

At noonlade tha; flow 

Through the wood* below 
And the meadowi of uphodel ; 

And M Dight thej deep 

Id the rockinf^ deep 
Bsnekth the Ortjgian ihore j 

like the apirile that lie 

Id (be unre iky, 
Whan thejr lore but lire no mora. 

P. B. ahtlltg. 



LOCHINVAR. 

(Marmion.) 

O. lovsa LochiDTar it oome out of the waat, 
Through ftll the wide Border hii iteed wu the belt ; 
And UTe hie good broadsword he weapon! had noue, 
He rode all unarmed, and he rode all alone. 
So &ithful in Ioto, and to dauutleu in war. 
Thera nerer was knight like the joung Loehinnu-. 

He abud not for bnke, and he itopped not for atone. 

He ewHn the Eike riTer where ford there wai none j 

But ere ho alighted at Netherby gate, 

Tha bride had contented, the gallant oatns lata : 

For a' IiKBrd in Ioto, and a doatard in war, 

Wai ta wed the &ir EUen of bmre LodunTkr. 
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So boldly he entered the Netberby Hall, 

Among bride*B-men, and kinsmen, and broUien, and all : 

Then spoke the bride's fikther, his hand on his sword, 

(For the poor crayen bridegroom said neyer a word,) 

< O come ye in peace here, or come ye in war. 

Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinyar P* — 

' I long woo*d your daughter, my suit you denied :— 
LoTO swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide— 
And now am I come, with this lost lore of mine, 
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine. 
There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far, 
That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinyar.* 

The bride kissed the goblet : the knight took it up. 
He quaffed off the wine, and he threw down the cup. 
She looked down to blush, and she looked up to sigh. 
With a smile on her lips, and a tear in her eye. 
He took her soft hand ere her mother could bar, — 
' Now tread we a measure !* said young Lochinyar. 

So stately hie form, and so loyely her &oe. 

That neyer a hall such a galliard did grace ; 

While her mother did fret, and her £Etther did fume. 

And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and plume ; 

And the bride-maidens whispered, ' 'Twere better by far. 

To haye matched our fiur cousin with young Lochinyar.' 

One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear, 

When they reached the hall-door, and the charger stood near ; 

So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung. 

So light to the saddle before her he sprung I 

'She is won! we are gone, oyer bank, bush, and ■caTur; 

They'll haye fleet steeds that follow,* quoth young Lobhinyar. 
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Tbero wm inoiuiting 'mong Ortaam of tlie N«tli>rb7 oUn i 

Fonten, Fenwidu, and UiugnTM, tbej rode and Hiij nn : 

There wu radag and chaaiog, on Cumobie I>M, 

Bat the I(Mt bride of Netherbj ne'er did tbej we. 

So daring in lore, and ao dauntteaa in war. 

Hare je e'er heard of gallant tike young LoehiDYtr? 

Sir W. Bwtf. 



THE FUGITIVES. 



Thi waten are flaahing, 
The white hail ii duhing, 
The hgbtnings are glancing, 
The boar-ipta; it d«iieitig — 

Th« whirlwind ii rolling, 
Tb* thunder ia tolling, 
The fbrcat ii swinging, 
The miniter bell* ringing — 
Come awaj ! 

The earih i« like OsMn, 
Wreek-itrawn and in motioii ; 
Bird, beait, man and worm. 
Hare crept ont of the itorm— 
Game ft«»T 1 

II. 
' Our boat hu one lail. 



K>ffr« wda. 



And she died : ' PIj lli« oar t 
Pnt off gaflj (rom shore t'— 
A( (he ipoke, botti of death. 
Mixed with hail, specked their pi 



And from iile, tower uid rook. 
The Uae beaoon-oloud brake : 
And, though dumb in the blait. 
The red Munon flaahed &at 
From the lee. 

ni. 
' And, fWeat thou, and fewreat tbon P 
And, aeeit thou, and be«reet thou ? 
Aud, drire W:e not free 
O'er the terrihle aeo, 
I and thou F' 

One boat-cloak did corer 
The lOTod and the toTOr g 
Their blood beatj ooe meaaun), 
Thej murmur proud pleaaure 
Soft and low \ 

While around the huhed ooMn, 
Like mountain! in moUon, 
li withdrawn and uplifted. 
Sunk, shattered, and shifted 
Touid flo. 
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Id the oourt of the fortrMi 
Beaide the pale portreaa. 
Like ■ btoodhoaod well besten 
The bridegroom stands, Mtm 
Bj ahame. 

On the topmoft iratoh'turret, 
Ju K death-boding (pint, 
Slwndi tbe gre; tjiant bther ; 
To hii ToiM, the mad we«itli«r 

Seemi tame t 

And, with cune* b« wild 
Aa e'er olung to child, 
He deTOtea tu the blast 
The beat, loielieat, and laet, 
Of hii name, 

P. B. SMl^. 



BONNIVARD IN PRISON. 
{Tha Priiarttr <tf CMUint.) 

I lUDB a footing in the wall. 
It vu not therefrom to escape, 

For I had boried one and all ' 

Who lored me in a liunun shape ; 

And the whole eaith would beneafartli be 

A wider piiwn unto me : 



254 FOBrS WALK. 

No child — ^no fire — ^no kin had I, 

No partner in mj mijery ; 

I thought of this, and I was glad, 

For thought of them had made me mad } 

But I was curious to ascend 

To my harred windows, and to bend 

Once more, upon the mountains high, 

The quiet of a loying eje. 



I saw them — and thej were the same, 
They were not changed like me in frame ; 
I saw their thousand years of snow 
On high — their wide long lake below. 
And the blue Bhone in fullest flow ; 
I heard the torrents leap and gush 
O'er channelled rock and broken bush 
I saw the white-walled distant town. 
And whiter sails go skimming down ; 
And then there was a little isle, 
Which in my yery face did smile. 

The only one in yiew ; 
A small green isle, it seemed no more. 
Scarce broader than my dungeon floor, 
But in it there were three tall trees. 
And o*er it blew the mountain breeze. 
And by it there were waters flowing, 
And on it there were young flowers growing, 

Of gentle breath and hue. 
The fish swam by the castle wall, 
And they seemed joyous each and all ; 
The eagle rode the rising blast-, 
Hethought he neyer flew so fsst 
As then to me he seemed to fly ; 
And then new tean came in my eye, 
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And I felt troubled — and would fain 
I had not left my recent chain ; 
And when I did descend again, 
The darkness of mj dim abode 
Fell on me as a heaj load ; 
It was as is a new-dug grave, 
Closing o'er one we sought to save, — 
And yet my glance, too much oppressed, 
Had almost need of such a rest. 

Lord Byron, 



THE GRASSHOPPER AND THE CRICKET. 

Q-BBEH little yaulter in the sunny grass. 
Catching your heart up at the feel of June, 
Sole Toice that's heard amidst the lazy noon, 
When even the bees lag at the summoning brass ; 
And you, warm little housekeeper, who class 
With those who think the candles come too soon, 
Loying the fire, and with your tricksome tune 
Nick the glad silent moments as they pass. 

O sweet and tiny cousins, that belong. 

One to the fields, the other to the hearth. 

Both have your sunshine; both, though small, are strong 

At your dear hearts ; and both seem given to earth 

To ring in thoughtful ears this natural song^ 

Indoorf and out, summer and winter, Mirth. 

Lei(/h Hunt. 
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(Tkt Lady iff Ikt Zai:) 

Ha ii gone on the mountafai, 

He ia loit to the forest, 
Like B lummer-dried fountain, 

When onr need wu the eoreet. 
The fond, reappearing, 

From tha laia-dropi ihall borrow. 
But to ui oomee no cheering. 

To Dunon no morroir 1 
The hand of the reaper 

Takes the eon that ape hoklf. 
But the Toice of the weeper 

WaiU manhood in glory. 
The aatiunn winda nuhing 

Waft Ibo UaTee that an Mareat, 
But our flower wae in fliuhing, 

When hlighting wee oeareet. 

Fleet foot on the correi. 

Sage Gounael in cumber. 
Bed hand in the font;, 

How soond i* tlij alumber I 
Like the dew on the raouotaia. 

Like the foam on the riTBF, 
Like the bubble on the fountain. 

Thou art gone, and for erar I 



Sir W. aMtt. 
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THE EXILE'S GRAVE. 

Oh, breMhe not his name, let it deep in the ihsde, 
Where cold and unhononred hie relics are Imid g 
S*d, nlrat, and duk be the lean that we shed, 
A* th« night-dew that &lli od the gTBw o'er hie head. 

But the night-dew that fWlla, thongh in ailenw it weepe, 
Shall brighten with Terdim the giKTs wha» he slaepa ; 
And the tear that we abed, though in eecret it roUe, 
Shall long keep hie memar; green in oar eonlt. 

T. Moon. 



CORINNA, FROM ATHENS, TO TANAGRA. 

TAHiaBA! think not I forget 

Th; beftntiMly-atoried etreeta ; 
Be sure mj' memorj bathes jet 

In doar ThermodoD, and jet greets 
Tha bljthe and liberal Shepherd boj. 
Whose minnj bosom swells with joj 
When we accept his matted ruabsa 
UphMTed with sjlran fruits; awajbeboands and blushes. 
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I promiBO to bring back with me 

What thou with transport will receive, 
The only proper gift for thee. 

Of which no mortal shall bereaye 
In later times thy mouldering walls. 
Until the last old turret falls ; 
A crown, a crown from Athens won, 
A crown no god can wear, beside Latona*s son. 

There may be cities who refuse 

To their own child the honours due, 

And look ungently on the MuBe ; 
But ever shall those cities rue 

The dry, unyielding, niggard breast. 

Offering no nourishment, no rest. 

To that yoimg head which soon shall rise 
Disdainfully, in might and glory, to the skies. 

Sweetly where cayemed Diroe flows 

Do white-armed maidens chaunt my lay, 

Flapping the while with laurel-rose 
The honey-gathering tribes away ; 

And sweetly, sweetly, Attic tongues 

Lisp your Corinna's early songs ; 

To her with feet more graceful come 
The yerses that haye dwelt in kindred breasts at home. 

O let thy children lean aslant 
Against the tender mother's knee. 

And gaze into her face, and want 
To know what magic there can be 

In words that urge some eyes to dance, 

While others as in holy trance 

Look up to heayen ; be such my praise ! 
Why linger ? I must haste, or lose the Delphic beys. 




ODE ON A GRECIAN URN. 



Tbou still ounTubed bride of quietnpu '. 

ThoD foator^hild of Silenoe and slow Time, 
SjItbd hiitorioii, irho citnat thiu eipreu 

A Atynerj tale more (ireBtlj tlian our rhyme, 
Wbnt leBf-fringed legeod baunta about thf ihape 

Of deitio8 or mortsla, or of both, 
In Tempe op the dales of Arcady ? 

What men or god* are theie ? what maideni loath P 
What mad pnrauit ? What atruggle to escape P 

What pipoi and Umhrela f Wliat wild ecalasj P 

Heard melodiea are sweet, bat thoie unheard 

Are sweeter ; therefore, je aolt pipes, play oo ; 
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endeared. 

Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone | 
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou oanit not learo 

Ihy song, nor ever can those trees be hare ; 
Bold Xiorer, nerer, nerer canst thon kiss, 
Though winning near the goal — jet, do not griere \ 
She cannot fade, thou though hast not thy hliss, 

For erer wilt thou lore, and she be lair t 

Ab, happy, happy boughs 1 that cannot ehed 
Tour leaTes, nor erer bid the Spring adieu ; 

And, happy melodist, unweariM, 
For erer piping songe for erer new ; 



L 
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More happy loTe! more happy, happy lore ! 
For ever warm and still to be enjoyed, 
For eyer panting and for erer young ; 
All breathing human passion far aboTe, 
That leaves a heart high sorrowful and cloyed, 
A burning forehead, and a parching tongue, 

Who are these coming to the sacrifice ? 

To what green altar, O mysterious priest, 
Lead*st thou that heifer lowing at the skies, 

And all her silken flanks with garlands drest ? 
What little town by riyer or sea-shore, 

Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel, 
Is emptied of its folk, this pious mom ? 
And, little town, thy streets for eyermore 

Will silent be ; and not a soul to tell 
Why thou art desolate, can e'er return. 

O Attic shape ! Fair attitude ! with brede 

Of marble men and maidens oyerwrought, 
With forest branches and the trodden weed ; 

Thou, silent form ! dost tease lis out of thought 
A% doth eternity : Cold Pastoral! 

When old age shall this generation waste, 

Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou aay'st, 
* Beauty is truth, truth beauty,* — that is ail 

Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 

J. Kea 
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THE SPIRIT OF DELIGHT, 

B4Bn,T, nnlj ecnnett thou, 

Spirit of Delight t 
Wherefow hwt thou left me now 

Hanf A ds; and night ? 
Hanj B w«arj night and day 
'Tia noM tboa art fled awa;. 

Eov dull erer one like me 

Win thee bank again T 
With the jojoul and the free. 

Thou wilt KoB at pain. 
Spirit &ln ! thoQ hoit foi^ot 
All bat IhoM who need thee nob 

Ai a linrd with the shade 

Of a trembling leaf, 
Thou with lOTTOw art dinnajed j 

Etoq the ■ighe of grief 
Beproaoh thee that thon art not near. 
And Npraaoh thon wilt not heai. 

Let me let m; monrnM dittf 

To a men7 meaaure ; — 
Hion wilt nerer oome foe pitj, 

Thon wilt oome for pleaanra i 
Pitj tlwn will oat away 
Tluiie ernel wingi, and thou wilt ttay. 
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I loTs all tbat thou lorest, 

Spirit of Ddigbt t 
Ths freah earth in new Inrea drsawd, 

And the itany nigbt, 
Autumn sTSDuig, tmd tbe mom 
Whra the gddim mirti are bom. 

I lore mow, and all Qie fonni 

Of the r&dUnt finiat -, 
I love waTM and winds and atorma, — 

ETerything almost 
Which ia Natura'a, and mky be 
Untainted by man's miseij. 

I lore tranquil solitude. 

And such aocie^ 
As is quiet, wise, and good. 

Between thee and ma 
What difference ? But thou dott poutem 
^nie things I seek, not lore them leaa. 

I bTe Lore, tbougb he has wings. 

And like light can flee ; 
But abore all other things. 

Spirit, I love thee— 
^on ftrt lore and life I Oh oome I 
Uake onoe more m; heart thj home ! 



^^1 
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LAST LINES. 

(ITnHMM Ott timgitlioin^ Jtit tkirtjftixik star.) 

'Tn liin« tbit heart thould b« munortd. 

Since othen it hath oeased to mora j 
Yat, thoDgh I cannot be beloTsd, 



My dayi are in the yellow leaf; 

The Qowen and fruita of Idts are gone ; 
The wimn, the oanlter, and the grief 
Are mine alone ! 

The flre that on my boeom preyi 

If lone aa lome Tolcanic iaie ; 
No torch ia kindled at its Marn 
A. faseral pile I 

The hope, the fear, the jealon* care, 

The exalted portion of th« pain 
And power of loTe, I cannot share. 



Bat *tia not tktu — and 'ti* not \tre — 

Sach thonghli ihonld shake my Mul, n 
Whare gloiy deoka the hero'* bin 
Or bindt hit brow. 
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The sword, the banner, and the field. 
Glory and Greece, around me see ! 
The Spartan, borne upon his shield. 
Was not more firee. 



Awake ! (not Greece— she U awake !) 

Awake, my spirit ! Think through whom 
Thy life-blood tracks its parent lake. 
And then strike home ! 

Tread those reviying passions down. 
Unworthy manhood ! — unto thee 
Indiflerent should the smile or firown 
Of beauty be. 

If thou regret'st thy youth, whf live ? 

The land of honourable death 
Is here : — up to the field, and giye 
Away thy breath ! 



Seek out — ^less often sought than found— 

A soldier's graye, for thee the best ; 
Then look around, and choose thy ground, 
And take thy rest. 

Lord ByroiL 
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LIFE AND DEATH. 

LiFi ! I kntnr not wb»t titon art. 
Bat knoT Out thoa and I miut part i 
Asd when, or where, or how we met 

Life 1 we're been long together 

llirough plekMnt tmd through olondy weatW ; 

'Tie hard to part when friends am dear^ 

Perhapa 'twill coat a aigh, a tear ; — 

Then ileal awaj, give little warning. 

Choose thine own time ; 
Say not Oood-night, — bat in some brighter olime 
Bid me Good Morning. 

A, L. Barbauld. 






BOOK THE FOURTH. 




LINES WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 

Lmxi Book, lunumed of leiite, 
dean u ^el, and &ir to tight, 
Keep tb; BttributioD right. 

Nerer dispropoitioned scrawl ; 
TTgt; blot, tbat'i wone than all ; 
On thy nuidea cleamess fall '. 

In each letter, here desi|[iied. 
Let the reaiier emblemed find 
Nefttne«« of tlie owner's mind. 

Gilded margini count a sin. 
Let thj leaTea attractioQ win 
By the golden rules within ; 

Sajingi fetched from uges old ; 
Laws which Holj Writ unfold. 
Worthy to be graved in gold : 

Lighter fknoiea not excluding ; 
BUmeleas wit, with nothing rude in 
Sowetimee mildly interludiog 

Amid strains of grayer meaeure : 
Tiitoe's self hath oft her pleasure 
In sweet Mutes' groTes of leisure. 




rosrs wjLK. 

Biddies dark, perpleiiiig mdm ; 

Darker meaoiDg of offeDM ; 

Wbftt but $ltada—be bAOuhod henoe. 



CASPAR BECERRA. 

Bt hU eTGuing Sre the artiit 
Pondered o'er hii secret ehuue ; 

Baffled, wear;, and diihaartened, 
Still he mused, and draamed of fane. 

'Twaa an image of the Tirgin 
That had twked liii utxnoet ikill ; 

But, alaa ! hia fair ideal 

Vaniihed and etoaped him atilL 

From a distant Saateni iiland 

Had the precious wood been bfoogbt i 
Da; and nigbt the aaiioui mastra 

At his toil DDtiring wrought j 

Till, discouraged and deepondiog. 

Sat he Don in ahadowa deep. 
And the daj's bumiliaiion 

Found oblivion in sleep- 
Then a Toioe cried, ' Rise, O mMler ! 

From a burning brand of o*k 
Shape the thought that «lu« within thee I' 

And the startled vtut woke,— 
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Woke, and from tha imokiiig smtwn 
Sailed uid quanohed tha glowing wood i 

And therefrom he cured mn image, 
And ha nw thkt it Wat good. 

O thon eralptor, punter, poet '■ 

Take tbie leaion to th; heart : 
Hut i> beet which lieth nearaat ; 

Shape from that thy work of art. 

S. W. LotsftUavi. 



THE TRIUMPH OF THE LYRE. 

{BmpeiecU* on Mna.) 

Oh I that Fata had let m« eee 
That triumph of the aweel perauatire \jie. 
That famoua, final Tictory 
When jealoui Fan with Marajai did oonepire ; 

When, from far Famasaus' lide, 
Young Apollo, all the pride 
Of the Phrygian flute* to C&me, 
To the Fhrjgiui higMsnde ctune ; 
Where the long green reed-bedi iwaj 
In the rippled waten grej 
Of thftt >oUtu7 lake 
Where UtMnder'a epringi are bom ) 
Where the ridged pine-wooded looti 
Of Heaaogii wMtward break, 
Uounting weatward, high and higher. 
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There was held the famouB Btrife ; 

There the Phrygian brought hia flutea. 

And Apollo brought his lyre ; 

And, when now the westering sun 

Touched the hills, the strife was done. 

And the attentive Muses said : 

' Marsyas, thou art vanquishM !* 

Then Apollo's minister 

Hanged upon a branching fir 

Marsyas, that unhappy Faun, 

And began to whet his knife. 

But the Meenads, who were there, 

Left their friend, and with robes flowing 

In the wind, and loose dark hair 

0*er their polished bosoms blowing. 

Each her ribboned tambourine 

Flinging on the mountain-sod. 

With a loyely frightened mien 

Came about the youthful Gk>d. 

But he turned his beauteous face 

Haughtily another way. 

From the grassy sun-wormed place 

Where in proud repose he lay. 

With one arm oyer his head, 

Watching how the whetting sped. 

But aloof, on the lake-strand. 
Did the young Olympus stand, 
Weeping at his master*s end ; 
For the Faun had been his friend. 
For he taught him how to sing, 
And he taught b<m flute-playing. 
Many a morning had they gone 
To the glimmering mountain-lakes, 
And had torn up by the roots 
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The tall crerted water-reeds 

With long plumee and soft brown seeds, 

And had carred them into flutes, 

Sitting on a tabled stone 

Where the shoreward ripple breaks. 

And he taught him how to please 

The red-snooded Phrygian girls, 

Whom the summer evening sees 

Flashing in the dance's whirls 

Underneath the starlit trees 

In the mountain-yillages. 

Therefore now Olympus stands, 

At his master's piteous cries 

Pressing fast with both his hands 

His white garment to his eyes, 

Not to see Apollo's scorn ; — 

Ah, poor Faun, poor Faun ! ah, poor Faun ! 

M, Arnold. 



HE SONG OF ORPHEUS TO THE ARGONAUTS. 

{The Life and Death of Jaton.) 

O DBATH, that maketh life so sweet, 
O fear, with mirth before thy feet. 
What have ye yet in store for us, 
The conquerors, the glorious ? 

Men say : ' For fear that thou shouldst die 
To-morrow, let to-day pass by 
Flower-crowned and singing ;' yet have we 
Pasted our to-day upon the sea. 
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Or in a poisonous unknown land^ 
With fear and death on either hand. 
And listless when the day was done 
Have scarcely hoped to see tlie son 
Dawn on the morrow of the earth, 
Nor in our hearts haye thought of uirtb. 
And while the world lasts, scarce again 
Shall any sons of men hear pain 
Like we haye borne, yet bo aliye. 

So surely not in Tain wo stnye 
Like other men for our reward ; 
Sweet peace and deep, the chequered sward 
Beneath the ancient mulberry-trees, 
The smoothed-payed ^ded palaces. 
Where the shy thin-clad damsels sweet 
Make music with their gold-ringed feet. 
The fountain court amidst of it, 
Where the short-haired slaye maidens sit. 
While on the yeinM pavement lie 
The honied things and spioery 
Their arms haye borne from out the town. 

The dancers on the thymy down 
In summer twilight, when the earth 
Id still of all things but their mirth, 
And echoes borne upon the wind 
Of others in like way entwined. 

The merchant town's fair market-place. 
Where oyer many a changing face 
The pigeons of the temple flit. 
And still the outland n^rchants sit 
Like kings above their merchandise, 
Lying to foolish men and wise. 

Ah ! if they heard that we were come 
Into the bay, and bringing home 
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That which ail m«n luiTe Ulkud abont, 
Some men with nge, ftnd tome with doubt, 
Some with deura, and lonie with pnise, 
Then wouhi the people thning the waji, 
Nor heed the outl&nd merchandise, 
Nor anj talk, tmta foola or wiae, 
But taUi of our acoatnptiibed que*t. 

Wh»t soul vithin the bouie ihall reit 
When we oorae home ? The wilj king 
Shall lesTS hii throne to tee the thing ; 
No man ahall keep the landward gate, 
The hurried traTeller shall wait 
TTntil our bulwarks graie the qua;, 
UnaUio the milk-whito bull ahaU be 
Beside the quivering altar- flame ; 
Scarce shall the maiden claap for shame 
Orer her breaat the raiment tliin 
The mem that Argo cometh in. 

Then oomelh Lapp; life again 
That pajeth wtU our toil and pain 
In that sweet hour, when all our woo 
But Be a pensive tale we know, 
Nor jet remember deadlj fear ( 
For surolj now if death be near, 
Untiiought-of is it, and unseen 
Wbeu sweet is, that hath bitter been. 

W. Morru. 
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DAVID PLAYING BEFORE SAUL. 

{8auL) 

Thbv I toned my harp, — took off the lilies we twine rooxid iti 
chords 

Lest they snap *neath the stress of the noontide — ^those sun- 
beams like swords ! 

And I first played the tone all our sheep know, as, one after 
one. 

So docile they come to the pen-door till folding be doneu 

They are white and ontom by the bushes, for lo, thij hare 
fed 

Where the long grasses stifle the water within the stream's 
bed; 

And now one after one seeks its lodging, as star follows star 

Into ere and the blue for aboTe us, — so blue and so far ! 



— ^Then the tune, for which quails on the oomland will each 

leave his mate 
To fly after the player ; then, what makes the crickets date 
Till for boldness they fight one another : and then, what hai 

weight 
To set the quick jerboa a-musing outside his sand boose- 
There are none such as he for a wonder, half bird and hilf 



mouse! 



Qod made all the creatures and gaye them our lore and oof ; 

fear. 
To give sign, we and they are his children, one fomilj hflM. \ 
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ben I pkjed the belp-tnne of our napen, their wine-tong, 

whan hand 
Irupi Kt huid, eje lighta ejo in good friendship, Hid great 

haartj expand 
jid grow one in Che unM of tliij warld'i life. — And then, the 

Isit long 
nien the dead man ispraiiedonhisjoume; — 'Bear, bear him 

7ith hji few thougbta abut ap like dead floweret* ! Are balm 

•eedanot here 
V) ooiuole lU ? The bud ha* none left aaib ai be on the 

>b, would we might keep thee, taj brother 1'— And tbea, the 

glad chauat 
>f the marriage, — first go the joiuig maideni. next, the whom 

we Taunt 
la the beauty, the pride of our dwelling. — And dien, the great 

Vharein man tune to man toaaairt him and buttreaa an arob 
llongbt can break ; who ahall baim them, our friendt ? Then, 

the chorus intoned 
la the lerites go up to the altar in glory enthroned. 
Jut I stopped here : for here in the darkness Saul groaned. 



ODE TO THE NORTH-EAST WIND. 
WbjiOOUb, wild North^eaiter I 
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Welcome, black Noiih-eaRter! 

0*er the German foam ; 
O'er the Danish moorlands, 

From thy frozen home. 
Tired we are of tnmmer, 

Tired of gandy glare. 
Showers soft and steaming. 

Hot and breathless air. 
Tired of listless dreaming, 

Through the lazy day : 
Jorial wind of winter 

Toms OS out to play ! 
Sweep the golden reed-beds } 

Crisp the lazy dyke ; 
Hunger into madness 

Every plunging pike. 
Fill the lake with wild-fowl } 

Fill the marsh with snipe ; 
While on dreary moorlands 

Lonely curlew pipe. 
Through the black fir-forest 

Thunder harsh and dry. 
Shattering down the snow-flakes 

Ofi* the curdled sky. 
Hark ! Tlie brave North-easter ! 

Breast-high lies the scent. 
On by holt and headland, 

Over heath and bent. 
Chime, ye dappled darlings, 

Through the sleet and snow. 
Who can over^ride you ? 

Let the horses go ! 
Chime, ye dappled darlings, 

Down the roaring blast | 
You shall see a fox die 

Ere an hour be past. 
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O'er the frosen atreama. 
I«t the Iiuctous South-irinil 

Breathe in loTer's sigbB, 
Wliile the lazy gallantt 

Buk in Isdiei' ej«i. 
Whet doea he but soften 

Heart oliko and pea ! 
Tis the hard ^kj westher 

Breeds hardEngllBh men. 
Wbafi the «oft South-vieeter ? 

'Xis the Udies' bnreie. 
Bringing home their true-loTe* 

Out of all the ttaa. 
But the black North-easter, 

Through the anoirstomi hurled. 
DiiTsi our English hearts of Oak 

Seaward round the world. 
Come, as came our (athen, 

Heralded b? tliee. 
Conquering from the eastward, 

Lords bj' land and sea. 
Come ; and strong within u* 

Stir the Tikings' blood ; 
Bracing brain and sinew, 

BloH, tlion wind of Ood ! 

C. Kingiltg. 
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THE SKELETON IN ARMOUR. 

* Spbax ! speak i thoa fearful goeat ! 
Who, with thy hollow breast 
Still in rude armour drest, 

Comest to daunt me I 
Wrapt not in Eastern balms. 
But with thy fleshless palms 
Stretched, as if asking alms, 

Wliy dost thou haunt me P' 

Then, from those caTemous eyes 
Pale flashes seemed to rise, 
As when the Northern skies 

Gleam in December ; 
And, like the water's flow 
Under December's snow. 
Came a dull voice of woe 

From the heart's chamber. 

*■ I was a Viking old I 

My deed«, though manifold. 

No Skald in song has told, 

No Saga taught thee I 
Take heed, that in thy Terse 
Thou dost the tale rehearse. 
Else dread a dead man's curse ! 

For this I sought thee. 
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' Far in the Iforthern luid 
B7 the wild Baltio*! itraDd, 
I, with mj childiih band. 

Tamed the ggr-&lcoii ; 
And, with mj ikatea &*t-baaiid 
Skimdied the half-froieii Sound, 
That the poor whimperiiig honnd 

Trembled to walk on. 

'Oft to biafroten lair 
Tracked I the giiitj bear, 
While from mj path the hare 

Fled like a ihadow ; 
Oft through the foreat dark 
Flawed the were-wolTi bark, 
Until the loariDg lark 

Saug from the meadow. 

'But when I older grew, 
Joiniug a eoruir's crew. 
O'er the dark eea I 0ew 

With the maraoden. 
WUd WM (he Ufe we led ; 
Man; the eoula that aped, 
Man; the hearta that Ued, 

B; our atem ordera. 

' Man J a waaaail-bont 
Wore the loog Winter ont ; 
Ofien our midnight ahout 

Sot the cocka crowing, 
Aa we the Berierk'a tale 
Meaaured in cupa of ale. 
Draining the oaken pail, 

Filled to o'erflowbg. 
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' Once as I told in glee 
Tales of the stormy sea, 
Soft eyes did gaze on me. 

Burning yet tender ; 
And as the white stars shine 
On the dark Norway pine. 
On that dark heart of mine 

Fell their soft splendour. 

' I wooed the hlue^yed maid. 
Yielding, yet half afraid. 
And in the foresfs shade 

Our TOWS were plighted. 
Under its loosened vest 
Fluttered her little breast, 
Like birds within their nest, 

By the hawk frighted. 

* Bright in her father's hall 
Shields gleamed upon the wall. 
Loud sang the minstrels all. 

Chanting his glory ; 
When of old Hildebrand 
I asked his daughter*s hand, 
Mute did the minstrels stand 

To hear my story. 

' While the brown ale he quaffed, 
Loud then the champion laughed. 
And as the wind-gusts wait 

The sea-foam brightly. 
So the loud laugh of scorn. 
Out of those Ups unshorn, 
From the deep drinking-honi 

Blew the foam lightly. 
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' She iru • Prinoe'i chM, 

I bat ■ Viking wild. 

And though ibe bloahed and smilad, 

I wu dlitoardedt 
Shonld not th« doTs *o whit« 
Follow the wa-mew'! flight, 
Wh; did th«; leaTe that night 

Her neet ongiurded f 

' Sfluroe had I pat to sea, 
Bekring the roejd nith me, — 
Faireat of all was the 

Among the Nonemen! — 
When OD the white-tea itrand, 
WftTiDg bia Mtnid hand, 
8«w we old Hildebnnd, 

With twenty horeeniBii. 

■ Then launohed they to the blaat, 
Bent like a reed each matt, 
Tet we were gaining fast, 

When the wind failed lu t 
And with a ludden flaw 
Came round the gutt^ Skaw, 
So that our foe we mw 

lAugb ai he bailed ui, 

' And at to catob the gale 
Bound veered the flapping tail, 
Death 1 was the helmtman't hail, 

Death without quarter I 
Uid-thipa with iron keel 
Btruck we her ribt of steel ; 
Down her black hulk did reel 
Through the black water I 
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' ia irithhii wing* Mknt, 
Hail* the flam oormorant, 
Ssakinf Mnne nx^ hkont. 

With hii prey ladan { 
So toward the open mun. 
Beating to N» aiguD, 
Thraugh the wild horricBDe^ 

Bore I the inatd«a. 

'^irw weeb we wotward bore. 
And when the itonn ww o'er, 
Clond-like ws saw the diore 

Stietohing to leeward | 
There Tor mj ladj'l boww 
Built I the lofty tower, 
Whieh, to this Tei; hoar, 

Stands looking iMnrard. 

' There Ured we many yean ) 
Time dried the maiden'a tear* ; 
She had forgot her fears, 

Bhe was a mother ; 
Death closed her mild blna ^yet. 
Under that tower she Ilea ; 
Ne'er ihaU the sun arise 

On sDoh another t 

'Still grew my bosom then, 
Still as a stagnant fm I 
Haleful to me were men. 

The sunlight hateful 1 
In the Test forest here, 
Clad in my warlike gsar, 
Fell I upon the spear, 

O, death was grateful I 
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*Thn*, Mamed with man; lem. 
Bunting tlteM priioD-buv, 

Uj KHil aicended I 
There from the Sowing bowl 
Deep drinki the warrior'a eool, 
Sioal ! to the NorthlaDd ! ikoal !" 

— Thiu the tale ended. 

S. W. Loug/illoK. 



THE END OF THE SIEGE. 

{Bifmt qftha DuaUtt Jfoy.) 

Tkbt h»Te fetched the itoed with care, in the hanMH he did 

Toll tUxufy. 
Past the oourt and throagh the doon, aorou the nuhea of the 

But the; goad bim up the atair. 
Then from out her bower chamh^, did the Dneheat Hay 

' Tell ma now what is jour need,' Mid the lady, ' of tliit iteed. 
That jB goad him up the «tairP' 



286 



FOBTS WALK, 



Oalm Bhe stood ; unbodkined through, fell her dark hair to her 
shoe; 

Toll slowly. 

And the Bmile upon her face, ere the left the tiring-glaas, 
Had not time enough to ga 

* Get thee back, sweet Duchess May ! hope is gone like yester* 

day.' 

Toll slowly. 

* One half-hour completes the breach : and thy lord grows wild 

of speech — 

Get thee m, sweet lady, and pray I 

* In the east tower, highest of all, loud he cries for steed firom 

stall:* 

Toll slowly. 

* He would ride as far,* quoth he, * as for loye and victory, 

Though he rides the oasUo wall.' 

* And we fetch the steed from stall, up where neyer a hoof did 

fell'— 

Toll slowly. 

* Wifely prayer meets deathly need : may the sweel HeaTSOi , 

hear thee plead 

If he rides the castle wall !' 

1 
Low she dropt her head, and lower, till her hair ooQed on Ike 
floor, ■ 

Toll slowly. 

And tear after tear you heard fall distinct as any word 

Which you might be listening for. J 



i 




BUOr TBE FOVSTB. 287 

' Oct th«e in, thon nil. lscl;e 1 here ia aeTer a place for thee 1' 

Toll itotcly. 
' Braid thiue hair aod cLaip tbj gown, tliat th; beautj in it* 

Ua; And grace with Leigh of Leigh,' 

She stood up in bitter cue, irith a pale jet atead; fitee, 

Toll tlomlg. 
Like B itatiii) Ihuadentnuk, wbich, though quiTSriog, soeou to 
look 

Bight againtt the thuadiir-pluce. 



ToU tloati/. 
' Qo to, faithful friends, go to ! judge no more what ladie* di 
Ko, QOr how iheir lords may ride !' 

I ahe took, and his nevb did kiss va 



ToU ilaaty. 
Sort hi! neighed to anawur her, and then followed up the *bur 
For the love of her sweet look : 

Ob, and iteeptj, thieplj wound up the narrow stair around. 

Toll tlovity. 
Oh, aud closely, closely speeding, step bjr step hetide her 

Did be follow, meek as botuid. 
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On the eut tower highest of all, — there, where nerer a hoof 
didfiOl,— 

ToU ilowly. 

Out they swept, a yision steady, nohle steed and lorely lady, 
Calm as if in hower or stalL 



Down she knelt at her lord's knee, and she looked up silently. 

Toll slowly. 

And he kissed her twice and thrice, for that look within her 
eyes 

Which he could not bear to sec. 

Quoth he, ' Get thee from this strife, and the sweet saints bless 
thy life !* 

Toll slowly, 

* In this hour I stand in need of my noble red-roan iteed^ 

But no more of my noble wife.' 

Quoth she, ^ Meekly have I done all thy biddings under sun ;* 

Toll slowly, 

* But by all my womanhood, which is proTod so, true and good, 

I will noTer do this one. 

' Now by womanhood's degree and by wifehood's yerity,* 

Toll slowly. 

' In this hour if thou hast need of thy noble-roaa ateed. 
Thou hast also need of me. 
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By this golden ring ye see on this lifted hand pardi^/ 

Toll tlowly. 

' If this hour, on castle wall can be room for steed from stall, 
8haU be also room for me. 

* So the sweet saints with me be»' (did she utter solenmly), 

Toll tlowly. 

' If a man, this eventide, on this castle wall will ride. 
He shall ride the same with me* 

Oh, he sprang up in the Belle and he laughed out bitter-well, — 

Toll ilowly. 

* Wouldst thoa ride among the leaves, as we used on other 

eves, 

To hear chime a vesper-bell ?' 

She clung closer to his knee — * Ay, beneath the cypress tree !* 

Toll tlowly, 

' Mock me not, for otherwhere than along the greenwood fair 
Have I ridden fast with thee. 

' Fast I rode with new-made vows from my angry kinsman's 
house :* 

Toll slowly. 

* Whftt, and would you men should reok that I dared more for 

love's sake 

As a bride than as a spouse ? 

V 
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' What, and would 70U it should fall, as a prorerb, before all,' 

Tolltlowlff. 

* That a hrido maj keep jour side while through caatle-gate 
jou ride, • 

Yet eschew the castle-wall ?* 

Ho ! the breach yawns into ruin and roars up against her suing, 

Toll slowly. 

With the inarticulate din and the dreadful falling in— 
Shrieks of doing and undoing. 

Twice he wrung her hands in twain, hut the snoall hands closed 
again. 

Toll slowly. 

Back he reined the steed — hack, back ! hut she trailed along his 
track 

With a frantic dasp and strain. 

Evermore the foemen pour tlirough the crash of window and 
door, 

Toll slowly. 

And the shouts of Leigh and Leigh, and the shrieks of 'kill!* 
and * flee !' 

Strike up dear amid the roar. 

Thrice he wrung her hands in twain, but thej dosed and dnog 
again. 

Toll slowly. 

While she dung, as one, withstood, clasps a Christ npoo tte 
rood, 
In a spasm of deathlj pain. 
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Toll ilowlg. 
■ bntd taUea aa half in awound, hair and fcoM airept on the 
ground, 

Sh« dung wild bi atiirup and foot. 

k he reined hia steed btuk-thrown on the aJippeiy mping- 

TOll tllHclg. 

■k the iron hoofs did grind on the battlement behind 
Whsnce a hundred feet went down : 



ToUtlomls. 
riendi and brother^ save mj wife ! Pardon, 9weet, in change 

But I ride alone to God.' 
light ai if the holj name had upbreathed her like a Same, 

Toll tloKly. 
I npaprang, ahe rose upright, in his selle she lat in sight, 

Bj her loTe she oTercome. 

d her bead was an hij breast where ahe smiled as one at 
rest,— 

Toll ilowly. 
ing,' she cried, ' O Teaper-bell in the beechwood's old 
ohapalle,— 

But the paasing-bell rings beat I' 
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They hsTe caught oat at the rein which Sir Gay threw looie— 
in Tain, 

ToU slowly. 

For the horse in stark despair, with his front hoofs poised in air, 
On the last rerge rears amain. 

Now he hangs, he rocks between, and his nostrils cardie in, 

ToU slowly, 

^ow he shiTers head and hoof, and the flakes of foam fall off*, 
And his face grows fierce and thin : 

And a look of human woe from his staring eyes did go. 

Toll slowly. 

And a sharp cry uttered he, in a foretold agony 
Of the headlong death below, — 

And, ' Bing, ring, thoa passing-bell,' still she cried, "i the okl 
chapelle !' 

Toll slowly. 

Then back-toppling, crashing back — a dead weight flung oat to 
wrack, 

Horse and riders orerfelL 

H. B. Browniny. 




BOOZ THE FOVRTir. 



THE FIGHT BETWEEN FATHER AND SON. 

(Soirab and Ruitum.) 

Hi Bpoke, and Ruetum nnairered not, but hurled 
Hid ipaar } down from the >]ioulder, down it ome, 
As on aotne psrlridge in the corn t, hawk 
That long hai towered in the airj clouds 
Drops like a plummet ; Sohrab saw it come, 
And sprang aside, quick as a flash ; the ipear 
Hissed, and went quirering down into the sand. 
Which it sent Qjing wide ; — then Sohrab threw 
In turn, and full struck Rustum's shield ; sharp rang. 
The iron plates rang sharp, but turned the spear. 
And Rustum seized his club, which none but be 
Could wield ; an unlopped trunk it was, and huge. 
Still rough — like those which men in treeleas plains 
To build them boats flsh from the flooded rivers, 
Hjpliasia or Hjdaspes, when, high up 
By their dark springs, the wind in winter-time 
Hath made in HiuiaJajan forests wrack, 
And strewn the cliaiinels with torn boughs — so hugs 
The club which Rustum liflcd now, aud struck 
One stroke ; but again Sohrab sprang aside. 
Lithe OS the glancing suaks, and the club cams 
Thundering to earth, and leapt from Rustum's hand. 
And Rustum followed his own blow, aud fell 
To his knees, and with his lingers clutched the snnd ; 
And now might Sohnib have unsheathed his sword. 
And pierced the might; Rustum while he lay 
Siiij, and on his knees, and choked with sand | 
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But lie looked on, and smiled, nor bared his sword, 
But courteously drew back, and spoke, and said : — 

* Thou strik'st too hard ! that club of thine will float 
Upon the summer-floods, and not mj bonea. 
But rise, and be not wroth ! not wroth am I ; 
No, when I see thee, wrath forsakes mj soul. 
Thou saj'st, thou art not Rustum ; be it so ! 
Who art thou then, that canst so touch mj soul ? 
Boy as I am, I have seen battles too— 
Have waded foremost in their bloody wares. 
And heard their hollow roar of dying men ; 
But never was my heart thus touched before. 
Are they from Heaven, these softenings of the heart ? 
O thou old warrior, let us yield to Heaven ! 
Come, plant we here in earth our angry spears. 
And make a truce, and sit upon this sand, 
And pledge each other in red wine, like friends. 
And thou slialt talk to me of Bustum's deeds. 
There are enough foes in the Persian host 
Whom I may meet, and strike, and feel no pang ; 
Champions enough Afrasiab has, whom thou 
Mayst fight ; fight themy when they confront thy spear! 
But oh, let there be peace 'twixt thee and me 1' 

He ceased, but while he spake, Rustum had risen, 
And stood erect, trembling with rage ; his dab 
He left to lie, but had regained his spear, 
Whose fiery point now in his mailed right-hand 
Blazed bright and baleful, like that autumn-star, 
The baleful sign of fevers : dust had soiled 
His stately crest, and dimmed his glittering arms. 
His breast heaved, his lips foamed, and twice his roioe 
Was choked with rage; at last these words broke way— > 

' Girl ! nimble with thy feet, not with thy hands ! 
Curled minion, dancer, coiner of sweet words ! 
fight, let me hear thy hateful Toice no morel 
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ThoD art not in Afrauftb'B gardens now 

With Tartar girli, wltli vliom thou art wont to danfe ; 

But on the Oiiu-Bandi, and in the danca 

Of battle, and with me, who make no play 

Of war i I fight it out, and hand to hand. 

Speak not to me of truce, and pledge, and wine ! 

Brraember all th; Talour ; tr; thj feint* 

And cunning I all the pity I had is gone ; 

Because thou hast shamed Die before both &m hosts 

With thj light skipping tricks, and thj girl's wilea.' 

He spoke, and Sohrab kindled at hie (aunta, 
And he too drew his svord \ at once the; rushed 
Together, as two eaglen on one prej 
Ckime rushing down together from the clouds. 
One from the east, one from the west ; their shields 
Dashed with a clang together, and a din 
"Rotti, such as that the sinewj woodcutters 
Make often in the forest's heart at mom. 
Of hewing aies, crashing Iroes — surli blows 
Bustum and Sobrab on each other hailed. 
And you would rnj that sun and stars took part 
In that unnatural conBict ; for a cloud 
Grew suddenly in Eeavon, and darked the sun 
0*er the fighters' heads ; and a wind rose 
Under their feet, anii moaning swept the plain. 
And in a sandy whirlwind wrapped the pair. 
In gloom they twain were wrapped, and they alone ; 
For both the ou'looking hosts on either hand 
Stood in broad daylight, and the sky was pure. 
And tlie sun sparkled on the due stream. 
But in the gloom they fought, with bloodshot eyes 
And labouring breath ; first Sustum struck the shield 
Which Sohrab )ield stiff out ; the steel-spiked spear 
Bent the tough plates, but failed to reach the skin. 
And Buitum plucked it back with angij groan. 
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Thou Sohrab with his sword smote Basttun's hebn. 

Nor clove its steel quite through ; but all the crest 

He shore away, and the proud horsehair plume, 

Never till now deBled, sank to the dust ; 

And Rustum bowed his head ; but Uien the gloom 

Grew blacker, thunder rumbled in the air, 

And lightnings rent the cloud ; and Ruksh, the horse, 

Who stood at hand, uttered a dreadful cry ; — 

No horse's cry was that, most like the roar 

Of some pained desert -lion, wlio all day 

Has trailed tlie hunter's javelin in his side, 

And comes at night to die upon the sand — 

The two hosts heard tliat cry, and quaked for fear. 

And Oxus curdled as it crossed his stream. 

But Sohrab heard, and quailed not, but rushed on. 

And struck again ; and again Rustum bowed 

His head ; but this time all the blade, like gloss. 

Sprang in a thousand shivers on the helm. 

And in the hand the hilt remained alone. 

Then Rustum raised his head ; his dreadful eyes 

Glared, and he shook on high his menacing spear, 

And shouted : Rustum ! — Sohrab heard that shout, 

And shrank amazed ; back he recoiled one step. 

And scanned with blinking eyes the advancing form ; 

And then he stood bewildered, and he dropped 

His covering shield, and the spear pierced his side. 

He reeled, and staggering back, sank to the ground ; 

And tlien the gloom dispersed, and the wind fell. 

And the bright sun broke forth, and melted all 

The cloud ; and the two armies saw the pair ; — 

Saw Rustum standing, safe upon his feet. 

And Sohrab, wounded, on the bloody sand. 

iCArmold. 




BOOS TBB FOI'RIH. 



THE BATTLE OF NASEBY. 



Ob 1 wherefore come f e forth, in triumph from Ihe North, 
With your liands, and your foet, and jour raimetit all red ? 

And wher^ore doth your rout tend fortli ajoyoua shout? 
And whnnn be the grapes of the nine-pn-BB whiuh ye tread P 

Oh evil wu the root, and bitter wag the fruit, 

And crimson vu tha jiiice of tbo vintage that r/e trod ; 

For we trampled on tlie throng of the haughty and the atrong. 
Who sate in the high places, and slow the sainta of Ood. 

It (FM about the noon of a glorlotia day of J une, 
That we saw their hanuere dunce, and their cuinuscs ahine, 

And the Mbd of Blood was there, witli hia long esaonced hnir. 
And Agtley, and Sir Marmaduke, and Rupert of the liliine. 

Like » lerrant of the Lord, with his Bible and his ewonl, 
The Qenerel rode along ue to form ua lo the Gght, 

When a munnuring sound broke out, and swelled into a shout, 
Among the godleas horsemen upou the tyraut's right. 

And hark ! like the roar of the billows on the ahoro. 
The cry of battle rises along their charging line ! 

ForQod! for the Cause! for the Church 1 for the Laws ! 
For Charles £in|;| of England and Rupert of the Rhine ! 
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The furious Gei*man comes, with his clarions and bia drums, 
His bravoes of Alsatia, and pages of Wbitehall ; 

Tbej are bursting ou our flanks. Grasp jour pikes, dose jour 
ranks; 
For Rupert never comes but to conquer or to fall. 

Thej are here ! They rush on ! We are broken ! We are gone ! 

Our left is borne before them like stubble on the blast 
O Lord, put forth thj might ! O Lord, defend the right ! 

Stand back to back, in GK>d*s name, and fight it to the last 



Stout Skippon hatli a wound ; the centre hath giren ground : 
Hark! hark! — What means the trampling of horsemen on 
our rear ? 

Whose banner do I see, bojs ? 'Tis he, thank God, 'tis he, boj*, 
Bear up another minute : brave Oliver is here. 

Their heads all stooping low, their points all in a row, 
Like a whirlwind on the trees, Uke a deluge on the dykes, 

Our cuirassiers have burst on the ranks of the Accurst, 
And at a shock have scattered the forest of his pikes. 

Fast, fast, the gallants ride, in some safe nook to hide 
Their coward heads, predestined to rot on Temple Bar ; 

And he — he turns, he flies : — shame on those cruel eyes 
That bore to look on torture, and dare not look on war. 

Ho ! comrades, scour the plain ; and, ere ye strip the slain, 
First give another stab to make your search secore, 

Then shako from sleeves and pockets their broad-pieoai >Bd 
lockets, 
The tokens of the wanton, the plunder of the poor. 



1 
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Fooli! jour doableli thane with gold, and your liearti were 
ga; and bold, 

When jou kiBii«d your lilj hantli to jour lemuis (o-da; ; 
And to-morrow ohall the foi, &om her chamben in the rookB, 

Laud foith her tawnj cubs to howl above the praj. 

Where be your toagiiei that late mocked at heareu Mid bell 
and fate. 
And the fingera that once were bo busy with jour blade*. 
Tour perfumed satin clothes, jour catches and jour oaths, 
Tour stage-plajB and jour sonnets, jour diamonda and joui 
spades? 

Down, down, for erer down with the mitre and the Crown, 
With the Belial of the Court and the Mammon of the Fope \ 

There is woe in Oxford balls : there is wail in Durham's Stalls : 
The Jesuit Binit« his bosom : the Bishop rends his cope. 

And She of the sctsd hills shall mourn her children's ills. 
And tremble when she thinks on the edge of Bnglaud'* 

And the Kings of earth in fear shall shudder when thej hear 
What the hand of Qod hath wrought for the Hou*ea and 
the Word. 

Lord Maeaulaj/. 



THE BURIAL OF THE MINNISINK. 

Oh sunn; slope and beechen swell. 
The shadowed light of eiening fell ; 
And, where the maple's leaf was brown, 
With soft and silent lapse came down 
The glorj that the wood reoeiTet, 
At sunset, in its hnuen leftrM. 
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Far upward in the mellow light 
Bose the blue hills. One cloud of white, 
Around a far upUfled cone, 
In the warm blush of evening shone ; 
An image of the silver lakes, 
By which the Indian's soul awakes. 

But soon a funeral hymn was heard 
Where the soft breath of evening stirred 
The tall, gray forest ; and a band 
Of stem in heart, and strong in hand. 
Came winding down beside the wave, 
To lay the red chief in his grave. 

They sang, that by his native bowers 
He stood, in the last moon of flowers, 
And thirty snows had not yet shed 
Their glory on the warrior's head ; 
But, as the summer fruit decays, 
So died he in those naked days. 

A dark cloak of the roebuck's skin 
Covered the warrior, and within 
It« heavy folds the weapons, made 
For the hard toils of war, were laid ; 
The cuirass, woven of plaited reeds. 
And the broad belt of shells and beads. 

Before, a dnrk-haired virgin train 
Oiantcd the death-dirge of the slain ; 
Behind, the long procession came 
Of hoary men and chiefs of fame, 
With heavy hearts and eyes of grief. 
Leading the war-horse of their chie£ 
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Stripped of hia proad and martial drMi, 
Uncurbed, UDrained, and riderlesB, 
With dartiDg eje, and Dostri! spread, 
And liesTj and impatioct tread, 
He omne \ and oft that ejB ao proud 
A«ked for hia rider in the cravd. 

They buried the dark chief— the; freed 

Betide tbe gnte hi* battle-ataed ; 
AnA (wifl an irrow desTed its wa; 
To hit item heart 1 One piercing neigh 
Aroie, — and, on the dead man'a plain, 
The rider graipe hia it«ed again. 

H. W. LangftUow. 



'HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS 
FROM GHENT TO AIX.' 



I SPBAHO to th« itirrap, and Joria, and he \ 
I galloped, Du«k galloped, we galloped all three ; 
' Good apaad I' cried the watch, as the gate-bolt* undrew j 
' Speed !' echoed the wall lo na galloping throngh ; 
Behind ihnt the poetem, the tigbtaaank to reit. 
And into the midnight we galloped kbrsMU 



VtA a word to each other) we kept the great pus 
Neek by neok, ttride by rtride, nerercdiaiigingoarplBoe; 
I tnmed in my saddle and made its girths tight. 
Then aluHtened ewh (tirnip, and ie( the pique right, 
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Rebuckled the cheek-strap, chained slacker the bit, 
Nor galloped less steadily Boland a whit. 

in. 

*Twa8 moonset at starting ; but while we drew near 

Lokeren, the cocks crew and twilight dawned clear ; 

At Boom, a great yellow star came out to see ; 

At Diiffeld, 'twas rooming as plain as could be ; 

And from Mecheln church -steeple we heard the half-chime, 

So, Jons broke silence with, * Yet there is time !' 

IT. 

At Aershot, up leaped of a sudden the sun. 
And against him the cattle stood black erery one. 
To stare thro' the mist at us galloping past, 
And I saw my stout galloper Eoland at last. 
With resolute shoulders, each butting away 
The haze, as some bluff river headland its spray : 

V. 

And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear bent back 
For my Toice, and the other pricked out on his track ; 
And one eye's black intelligence, — ever that glance^ 
O'er its white edge at me, his own master, askance ! 
And the thick heavy spume-flakes which aye and anon 
His fierce lips shook upwards in galloping on. 

VI. 

By Hasselt, Dirck groaned ; and cried Joris ' Stay spur 1 
' Your Boos galloped bravely, the fault 's not in her, 
* We'll remember at Aix* — for one heard the qui^ whMW 
Of her chest, saw the stretched neck and staggeriiig knMi^ 
And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the flanki 
As down on her haunches she shuddered and Mmk. 
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So, TB were left galloping, Joria and I, 

Flat Looi and part TaogrM, no aloud in the Aj ; 

The broad ran abore laughed apilileai laugh, 

'Naath our feet broke the brittle bright atubUe like ohaff; 

^nil orer bj Dalhem a dome-epira apisng whit*. 

And 'Gallop,' guped Joria, 'for Ail ia in light t 



' How thej'll groet ub 1' — and all in a moment hil roan 
Boiled neck and croap OTer, lay dead ai a stone ; 
And thero wu mj Boland to bear the whole weight 
Of the newawhioh alone oonld laTe Aii from her &t«. 
With hii nottiils like pits full of blood to the brim. 
And with cinles of red for his eje-eocksts' rim> 



Then I cast looae mj tmflboat, each holster let &11, 

Shook off both myjaok-boots, let go belt and all. 

Stood np in the ttirrap, leaned, patted his ear. 

Called m; Bolaod hu pet-ntune, raj bone without peer ; 

Clapped mj handa, laughed and «ang, anj noise, bad or good, 

Till at length into Aix Soland galloped and stood. 



And ftll J remembar !■, friendi flooidng ronnd 
Aa I Mt with his head 'twixt mj kneea on the ground ; 
And no Toiee but was praising this Boland of mine, 
Aa I poured down his throat our last measure of wine. 
Which (the bur gc esea voted by oommon oonaent} 
Wm no more than hia due who brought good imn from 
Qlient 

M. BnwaiKff. 
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KILLIECRANKIE. 

(The Burial-March of Dundee.) 

Ov the ]ieiglit« of Silliecrankie 

Yester-mom our armj lay : 
Slowlj rose the mist in columns 
From the river's broken way ; 
Hoarsely roared the swollen torrent, 
And the Pass was wrapt in gloom, 
When the clansmen rose together 

From their lair amidst the broom. 
Then we belted on our tartans, 

And our bonnets down we drew, 
And we felt our broadsword's edges, 

And we proved them to be true ; 
And we prayed the prayer of soldiers, 

And we cried the gathering-cry, 
And we clasped the hands of kinsmen. 

And we swore to do or die ! 
Then our leader rode before us 

On his war-horse black as night — 
Well the Cameronian rebels 

Knew that charger in the fight ! — 
And a cry of exultation 

From the bearded warriors rose ; 
For we loved the house of Claver'se, 
And we thought of good Montrose. 
But he raised his hand for silence — 
* Soldiers ! I have sworn a tow : 
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Bre the orening itar shall glisten 

On SchahaUian'* loftj brow. 
Either we aholl real in triumpb, 

Or another of the Qnemes 
Shall bars died in batlle-bameu 

For hie oountiy and Siag Jame* ! 
Think upon the Bojal Martjr— 

Think of what hi* raca endure— 
Think of him wliom batchore murdarod 

On the Beld of Magui Muic :— 
By hit lacred blood I charge jo, 

By the ruined hearth and ebriiie — 
By the bhghted hopes of Scotlund, 

By your iqjuriea and mine — 
Strike thie day a« if the anril 

Lay beneath your blows the while, 
Be they corenanting traitors. 

Or the hrond of false Argyle ! 
Strike.I and drire the trembhng rebels 

Backwards o'er the stormy Forth ) 
Let Ihem tell their pale ConToniion 

How they (kred within the North. 
Let them teU that Highland honour 

Is not lo be bought or sold, 
That we scorn their prince's anger 

A* we loathe his foreign gold. 
Btrike I and when the fight is orer. 

If ye look in Tain for me, 
Where the dead are lying thickest, 

Search for him that waa Dumlee !' 

Loudly then the hills re-echoed 
With our answer to hi* call. 

Bat a deeper echo sonndad 
In the bosoms of us all. 



306 POBTS WALK, 

For the lands of wide Breadelbane 

Not a man who heard him speak 
Would that day hare left the battle. 

Burning eye and flushing cheek 
Told the clansmen's fierce emotion, 

And thej harder drew their breath ; 
For their souls were strong within them. 

Stronger than the grasp of death. 
8oon we heard a challenge-trumpet 

Sounding in the Pass below, 
And the distant tramp of horses, 

And the Toices of the foe : 
* Down we crouched amid the brachen, 

TDl the Lowland ranks drew near. 
Panting like the hounds in summer. 

When thej scent the stately deer. 
From the dark deGle emerging, 

Next wc saw the squadrons come, 
Leslie's foot and Leven's troopers 

Marching to the tuck of drum ; 
Through the scattered wood of birches, 

O'er the broken ground and heath. 
Wound the long battalion slowly, 

Till they gained the plain beneath ; 
Then we bounded from our corert. — 

Judge how looked the Saxons then. 
When they saw the rugged mountain 

Start to life with arm^d men ! 
Like a tempest down the ridges 

Swept the hurricane of steel. 
Rose the slogan of Macdonald, — 

Flashed the bi-oadsword of Lochiell ! 
Vainly sped the withering volley 

'Mongst the foremost of our band^— 
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On we poured until we xaat them. 

Foot to foot, and hand to hand. 
Hone tadk nuu went down like drift-wood 

When the floods are bUeV at Tule, 
And their carcauee are whirling 

In the Qarrj's deepeat pool. 
Hone and man went down hefore ui ■— 

Living foe there tarried none 
On the field of Eilliecnuikie, 

When that itubboru fight wm done ! 

And the eremng star waa ehining 

On Schehallion'i diatant head. 
When we wiped our hlood; broadeworde, 

And returned to oount the dead. 
There we found him gnahed and gory. 

Stretched upon the cumbered plain, 
Aa he told na where to aeek bimi 

In the thickcet of the alain. 
And a emile wae on his riaage. 

For within bis dying ear 
Pealed the jof ful note of triumph, 

And the claoemen's clamoroua cheer : 
So, amidat the battle'a thunder. 

Shot, and ateel, and acorching flame, 
Id the glor; of hie manhood 

Paued the apirit of the Qneme '. 

W. E. AytoiHi. 
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HOW LORD NAIRN WAS SAVED. 

As, under eddying Baltic flaws, 

Which chase the soft southwest awaj, 
Through each rash blossom, flame-like, gnaws 

The icy blight of May — 
So Fortune, with a bitter breath, 

(Just as her beauty budded forth), 
Swept, cankered into dusty death. 
Our white rose of the north. 
Whilst names, which seemed oak-rooted in their place, 
Like homelese winds, went fleeting into space. 

Caerlayerock's halls in silence stand. 

And ' Eenmure's lads are men ' in Tain ; 
The best blood of Northumberland 

Makes rich the London rain. 
In ghastly sympathy with him 

Whose feet shall cross its bridge no more, 
Dilstone's weird moat, an omen grim. 
Flows, dark with phantom gore. 
Long shall each Cumbrian boor recall the sign, 
Which boded ruin to that ancient line. 

A prince, who speaks no English, spares 

None that have loyal blood to shed ; 
Still, not throughout that clique of theirs, 

Is EngUsh impulse dead. 
When to his block the Elector vowed 

Bold Nairn's unshrinking head to give. 
Stanhope, in generous anger loud. 

Swore that his friend should live ; 
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'nut odther title, p«iudon, place, nor ster. 
Should buy, from him, that head for Temple Bar. 

Sleek Wftlpole rtrore in Tain to bring 

Hi« bribei to bear ; in Tain the lout. 
Whom Whig* now oall an Englilb king. 

Threw German osthi abont. 
Back from the Beldj of bojhood came 

The part, with all ita hopes, once more ; 
The paaaion of each hard-foaght game. 
The ruitling of the oar. 
At, where the yellow river-lilies Qo&t, 
Bound the tall nuhes whirled their eager boat. 

Once more he sees two lads, at ere. 

Who dream of glory, side by aide ; 
Each wild web that their fanciei weaTe, 

Too loving then to hide. 
Under the whispering elms they walk. 

With amis around each other twined. 
And, rapt into the future, talk. 
To future sorrow bUnd ; 
Then pale that well-knoRii face seamed hoTSring nigh, 
And blood dropi fell, as some one raised it high. 

' I brook on this point no control,' 

He shouted : ' seek not to reply : 
For by that Ood, who made the soul, 

I will not have him die. 
Wliat, use me, ruthless as a tool. 

To slay my earliest friend F our name* 
Are cnt together in the school, 
Together at my dame's ) 
Half of my post is his, half his is mine ; 
I will not hnr it argued. I resign.' 
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When that word thundered through the throng 

Of supple sUiveB, they coidd not choose ; 
A Boldier-Btatesman he, too strong 

For clerks like them to lose. 
So Wolpole, with the heart of stone. 

Before that righteous outbreak bent. 
And G^rge, like dog forced from his bone, 
Growled forth a grim consent. 
Our turn will oome — we must not then forget 
One rebel, true to Bton memories yet. 

Sir JP. DogU. 



HOME THOUGHTS, FROM ABROAD. 

Oh, to be in England now that April's there^ 
And whoeyer wakes in England sees, some morning, unawtre, 
That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf 
Bound the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf. 
While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough 
In England — now ! 
And i^ter April, when May follows 
And the white-throat builds, and all the swallows ! 
Hark, where my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge 
Loans to the field and scatters on the clover 
Blossoms and dewdrops — at the bent spray's edge— 
That's the wise thrush : he sings each song twice orer 
Lest you should think he never could recapture 
Tlie first fine careless rapture ! 
And though the fields look rough with hoftrj dew. 
And will be gay when noontide wakes anew 
The buttercups, the little children's dower 
—Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flo#ert 

J2. ^fvmwv. 




HOME THOUGHTS, FROM THE SEA. 

NOBLT, noblj Cape SuDt Tincent to the Nortb-Weet died 

Sunset nui, one glorious blood-red, reeking into (^ix Bay j 

Bluish 'mid tbe burning water, full in face Trafalgar lay ; 

In the dimmeit North-Baat distance dawned Gibraltar grand 

and gray ; 
' Here and there did England help me ; how can I help 

Bn^and P' — >aj, 
WhoM turns as t, this erening, turn to Qod to pruse and 

pray, 
Whila JoTe'i planet rises yonder, gilent over Africa. 



THE RETURN OF THE GUARDS. 



Tbb, they return — but who return P 

The many or the few ? 
Clothed with a name, in vain tbe Mine, 

Face alter face is new. 

We know how beat tbe dmm to muster, 
W« beard the oheen of late, 

A* that red storm, in haste to fbrm, 
Bnnt through each barrack gate. 
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The first proud man of English xnAnhood, 

A rerj sea of life. 
With strength untold, was Eastward ix>lled, — 

How ehhs it back from strife ? 

The steps that scaled the Heights of Alma 

Wake but faint echoes here ; 
The flags we sent come back, though rent, 

For other hands to rear. 

Through shouts, that hail the shattered banner, 

Home from proud onsets led, 
Through the glad roar, which greets once more 

Each bronzed and bearded head ; 

Hushed roices, from the earth beneath us, 

Thrill on the summer air, 
And claim a part of England's heart 

For those who are not there. 

Not only these haTc marohed from battle 

Into the realms of peace — 
A home attained — a haren gained, 

Where wars and tumults cease. 

Whilst thick on Alma*8 blood-stained rirer 

The war-smoke lingered still, 
A long, low beat of unseen feet 

Bose from her Tine-clad hill ; 

By a swift change, to music, nobler 

Than e'er was heard by man, 
From those red banks, the gathered ranks 

That other march began. 




aoor TB» rovBTH. 

On, on, tbtoogh wild uid irondroaa region*, 

Echoed their iron tread, 
Whilst voioM old before them rolkd— 

* Mkke WB7 for Alms'i dend.' 

I^e might; windi before them ever. 

Those ftocient voice* rolled ; 
Swept from their track, huge ban nin back. 

And giant fp^ unlbld j 

Till, to the inoKMt home of heroea 

Thej led that hero line, 
Where with a Oame no jeare can tame 

The atara of honour ahine. 

Aa forirard stepped each fearlesa soldier, 

Bo statelj, flrm, and tall. 
Wide, wide outQung, grim plaudits rung 

On through that endless hall. 

Next, upon gloomy phantom chugen, 

The Bolf-do Toted came. 
Who rushed lo die, without replf. 

For duty, not for bme. 

Then, from their plaoe of ancient glory, 

All sheathed in shining bntw, 
Three hundred men, of tlie Qrecian glen. 

Marched down to see them pass. 

And the long-iilent flutes of Sparta 
Poured haughty welcome forth. 

Stem hymns to crown, with juat renown. 
Her brethren of the Kortb. 



814 FOBTS WAUL 

Yet louder at the Bolemn portal. 
The trumpet floats and waits ; 

And still more wide, in living pride. 
Fly back the golden gates. 

And those from Inkerman swarm onwards, 
Who mftde the daric fight good— 

One man to nine, till their thin line 
Laj, where at first it stood. 

But though cheered high bj mailM millions 
Their steps were fiunt and slow, 

In each proud face the eye might trace 
A sign of coming woe. 

A coming woe which deepened ever, 
As down that darkening road, 

Our bravest tossed to plague and frost, 
In streams of ruin flowed. 

All through that dim despairing winter, 

Too noble to complain, 
Bands hunger-worn, in raiment torn. 

Came, not by foeman slain. 

And patient, from the sullen trenches 
Crowds sunk, by toil and cold — 

Then murmurs slow, like thunders low, 
Wailed through the brave of old. 

Wrath glided o*er the Hall of Heroee, 
Anguish, and shame, and scorn, 

Ab clouds that drift, breathe darkness swift 
O'er seas of shining com. 
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Wr«tb glided o'er the HkU of Eero«a, 

And Teiled it like a pall. 
Whilst all felt fw, Ust they ihould hear 
The Lion-bkoaer fall. 

And if unstained that ancient banner 

Xeep jBt its plaoe of pride. 
Let none forget how vast the debt 

We owe to thoM who died. 

Let none forget TB8 otbbbs, marching 

With Blopa we feel no more, 
WhoM bodies aleep, bj that grim deep 

Whioh shakes the Euxine shore. 

Sir F. DofU. 



THE LAST BUCCANIER. 

On England is a pleasant place for them that's rich and high. 
But England is a crael place far such poor folks as I ; 
And such a port for mariners I shall ne'er see again 
As the pleasant Isle of At^, beside the Spanish main. 

There were fortj cT«ft in At^ that were both swift and stout. 
All famished well with email arms and cannons ronnd abont t 

And a thousand men in Aihs made laws so fair and free 
To choose Iheir Taliaot captains and obe; them lojallj. 

Thence we suled against the Spaniard with his hoards of plats 

and gold. 
Which he wrung with oruel torture* &om Indian folk of old i 
Likewise the merchant captains, with heart* as hard a* stone. 
Who flog men andkesl-hanl thsm,uid*tarT«thMm,te'OaA\iciD». 
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Oh the palms grew high in At^, and fruits that shone like 

gold. 
And the oolibris and parrots thej were gorgeous to behold ; 
And the negro maids to At^s from bondage fast did flee, 
To welcome gallant sailors, a-sweeping in from sea. 

Oh sweet it was in At^s to hear the landward breeze 
A-swing with good tobacco in a net between the trees, 
With a negro lass to fan jou, while you listened to the roar 
Of the breakers on the reef outside, that never touched the 
shore. 

But Scripture saith, an ending to all fine things must be ; 

So the King's ships sailed on At^, and quite put down were 

we. 
All daj we fought like bulldogs, but they burst the booms %i 

night ; 
And I fled in a piragua, sore wounded, from the fight. 

Kine days I floated starring, and a negro lass beside. 

Till for all I tried to cheer her, the poor young thing she 

died ; 
But as I lay a gasping, a Bristol sail came by. 
And brought me home to England here, to beg until I die. 

And now I*m old and going — I*m sure I can't tell where ; 
One comfort is, this world's so hard. I can't be worse oif 

there : 
If I might but be a sea-dove, I'd fly across the main. 
To the pleasant Isle of Av^, to look at it once again. 




BOOZ THB FOUBTH. 



HERVE KIEL. 



On the sea and St tlie Hogue, liilceD hondrod ninetj-two. 
Did the English ligbt the French, — woo to Fmncel 

And, the thirf j-fint of Maj, beltor-Bkelter thro' the hlue, 

Like > croird of frij^htened porpoises a shotl of sharki pum 
Came crowding aliip on ship to St. Malo on the Bance, 

With the English fleet in ticw. 



'Iwae the iquadron that escaped, with the rictor in full cha« ; 
First and foremost of the droTs, in his great ship, Damfre- 
Tillei 
Close on him fled, great and small, 
Twentj-two good ships in all ; 
And thej signalled to the place 
' Help the winners of a race! 
Qet us guidance, give us harbour, take ni quick — or, quicker 

stiU, 
Here's the English can and will 1' 



Then the pilots of the pUce put out brisk and leapt on hoard ; 
* Whj, what hope or chance hive ship* like these to pats V 
laughed thej : 
' Kocks to ttarboard, rooks to port, all the pMtage scanvd and 
•oored. 
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Shall the ' Formidable ' here with her twelre and eighty goxu 

Think to make the riyer-mouth hy the single narrow way, 
Trust to enter where 'tis ticklish for a craft of twenty tons, 
And with flow at full beside ? 
Kow, 'tis slackest ebb of tide. 
Beach the mooring ? Bather say, 
While rock stands or water runs, 
Kot a ship will leaye the bay !' 



IT. 

Then was called a council straight. 

Brief and bitter the debate : 

* Here's the English at our heels, would you have them take in 

tow 
All that's left us of the fleet, linked together stem and bow, 
For a prize to Plymouth Sound ? 
Better run the ships aground !' 

(Ended Damfreyille his speech). 
' Not a minute more to wait ! 

Let the Captains all and each 

Shove ashore, then blow up, bum the vessels on the beadi t 
France must undergo her fate. 



T. 

* Give the word !' But no such word 
Was ever spoke or heard ; 

For up stood, for out stepped, for in struck amid all these 
—A Captain ? A Lieutenant ? A Mate— first, seoond, third ? 

Ko such man of mark, and meet 

With his betters to compete ! 

But a simple Breton sailor pressed by Tourrille for the fleet, 
A poor coasting-pilot he, Herve Biel the Croiaiokese. 




aOOX THB POVBTO. 



And, ' What mocker; or malice bare »e heraP' oriei Herrj 
Biet; 
' Are fou mud, jou Malouioi ? Are you eowiud*, fools, or 

rogue*? 
Talk to me of rocki and ibooli, me wlio took the lontlduig*, 

teU 
On mj Bagere eyery bank, erery ibsllow, eveij iwell 

Twiittheofflng bore and Or^re where the lirer ditembognee P 
Are jou bought bj Engliah gold ? I* it lore the Ijiug*! ferP 
Mom and eye, night and da;, 
Have I piloted jour bay, 
Entered free and anchored fast at the foot of Solidor. 
Bum the fleet and ruin France? That were TOrMthttn 
fifty Hogues ', 
Sir*, they know I ipoak the truth! Sirs, beliere me 
there's a way ! 
Only let me lead the line. 
Hare the biggeat ship to steer, 
Get this ' Formidable ' clear. 
Make the others follow miiie. 

And I lend them, moat and least, by a passage I know well. 
Bight to Solidor past Qrive, 

And there lay Ihcm aarc and sound ; 
And if one ahip miabeharc, 

— Ecel ao mncl) aa grate the ground, 
Why, IVe nothing but my life, — here's mj head !' oriet Hcrrf 
Biol. 



' Steer us in, then, mitU and great I 
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Take the helm, lead the line, save the squadron !' cries itd 
chief. 
Oaptaios, give the sailor place ! 

He is Admiral, in brief. 
Still the north-wind, bj Qod's grace ! 
See the noble fellow's face 
As the big ship, with a bound, 
Clears the entry like a hound, 

Keeps the passage as its inch of waj were the wide aea's 
profound ! 

See, safe thro* shoal and rock. 

How they follow in a flock, 
Not a ship that misbeharcs, not a keel that grates the ground, 

Not a spar that comes to grief ! 
The peril, 9oe, is past, 
All are harboured to the last. 

And just OS Herv^ Riel hollas * Anchor !*— sure as &tc, 
Up the English come, too late ! 

Tin. 

So, the storm subsides to calm : 

They see the green trees waye 

On the heights overlooking Gr^ve. 
Hearts that bled are stanched with balm. 
* Just our rapture to enhance. 

Let the English rake the bay, 
Gnash their teeth and glare askance 

As they cannonade away ! 
'Neath rampired Solidor pleasant riding on the Banoe !' 
How hope succeeds despair on each Captain's ooontenanee ! 
Out burst all with one accord, 

< This is Paradise for Hell ! 
Let France, let France's king, 
Thank the man that did the thing I* 
What a shout, and all one word, 

' HcTT^ Biel !' 




r THE FOURTB. 



Am he slepped in front once more. 
Not 6 Bjmptom of Biirprise, 
la the frank blue Breton ejea, 

Jiut the same mui as before. 



Then (aid Damfrerille, ' Mj friand, 
I miut ipeak out at the end, 

Though 1 Bod the speaking bard. 
Praiae i» deeper tlian the lips ; 
You hare saTed the King his ships, 

You must name jouc o«n reward. 
'Faith, our sun waa near eclipse ! 
Demand whate'er jou will, 
France remaini jour debtor stiU. 
Aak b> heart's content and havel or 



Then a beam of fun outbroke 
On the bearded mouth that spoke, 
As the bnneet heart laughed through 
Tboae frank ejce of Breton blue : 
' Since I needs niuit sa; mj saj. 
Since on board tbe dutif's done. 

And from Alalo Roads to Croiaic Point, what is it but a 
run?— 
Since 'tis nik and hare, I may— 

Since the otbers go ashore — 
Come ! A good nhole holida; ! 

LeaTStogoand sea mj wife, whom I call the Belle Aurorel' 
That he uked and that he got,— nothing more. 
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XX. 

Name and deed alike are lost ; 
Not a pillar nor a post 

In his Croisio keeps alire the feat at it befell ; 
Not a head in white and black 
Ou a single fishing-smack. 
In memory of the man but for whom had gone to wrack 

All that France saved firom the fighl whence England bore 
the bell. 
Go to Paris : rank on rank 

Search the heroes flung pell-mell 
On the LouYre, fitce and flank ! 

You shall look long enough ere jon come to Herr^ BieL 
So, for better and for worse, 
Her?^ Riel, accept my Terse ! 
In my verse, Herr^ Biel, do thou once more 
Save the squadron, honour Fnmce, love thy wife the Belle 
Aurore! 

jS. Browidmg, 



TO BOLIVAR. 

Build up a column to Bolivar I 
Build it under a tropic star ! 
Build it high as his mounting fiune 1 
Crown its head with his noble name ! 
Let the letters tell, like a light afSur, 
* This is the column of Bolivar !' 

Soldier in war, in peace a man. 
Did he not all that a hero can P 
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Waiting hi* life for hii oomitiT'i can, 
Lajing it domi with & patriot prajer, 
Sbedding liii blood like the lummer rsin, 
LoTing the land, tKough lie Imed in vain ! 
Uui ij a creature, good or ill, 
Iiittle or great, at hii ovn Btraug will ; 
And he grew good, and wiae, and great, 
Albeit be fought with a tyrant late. 
And ihowsred hii golden gifU on man. 
Who paid him in baeeet wrongs again t 

Baite the colnmn to Bolivar I 
Firm in pe«oe, and B«rce in wftr 1 
Shout forth his noble, noble name I 
Shout, till bis enemies die in shame t 
Shout, till Columbia's woodi awaken. 
Like seas bj » might; lempeat ibaken — 
TiEl pitf and praise and great disdain, 
Sound like an Indian burriaejie I 
Shout, aije shoutin GoDquering WW, 
While fe build the colnmn to BoliTarl 

S. QtrmmaU. 



MEMORIAL VERSES. 

(AprU, 1860.) 

OoiTHi in Weimar sleep*, and Qnece, 
Iiong linoe, saw Bttou'i struggle oeaMi. 
Bat one inch death remained to ooms j 
The last poetia Toioe is dumb — 
W« stand to-dsj bj Wordsworth'* tomb. 
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When ByroD*8 eyes were shut in death. 
We bowed our liead and held our breatli.- 
He taught us little ; but our soul 
Had felt him like the thunder's roU. 
With shivering heart the strife we saw 
Of passion with eternal law ; 
And yet with reverential awe 
We watched the fount of fiery life 
Which served for that Titanic strife. 



When Goethe's death was told, we said : 

Sunk, tlien, is Europe's sagest bead. 

Physician of the iron age, 

Goethe has done his pilgrimage. 

He took the suffering human race. 

He read each wound, each weakness clear ; 

And stuck his finger on the place, 

And said : Thou ailett here, and here ! 

He looked on Europe's dying hour 

Of fitful dream and feverish power; 

His eye plunged down the weltering strife, 

The turmoil of expiring life — 

Ho said : The end is everywhere. 

Art still has truth, take refuge there ! 

And he was happy, if to know 

Causes of things, and far below 

His feet to see the lurid flow 

Of terror, and insane distress. 

And headlong fate, be happiness. 

And Wordsworth ! — Ah, pale ghotta, rejoice I 
For never has such soothing voice 
Been to your shadowy world conveyed. 
Since erst, at mom, some wandering ahade 
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Heard the cleai* tong of Orpheni oorat 
Through E>dea, And tba moumfal gloom, 
Wordaworth h» none from us — and ye. 
Ah, may ye feel hii Toico a» we ! 
He too upon a wintry clime 
Had fallen — on thii iron time 
Of douhle, diapute*, diUractions, fears. 
He found ui when the age had bound 
Out aoub in its benumbing round ; 
He )poke, and loosed our heart in tear*. 
He laid us aa we lay at birth 
On the root flowery lap of earth. 
Smiles broke from us and we bad oa«o ; 
The hills were round us, and the breete 
Went o'er tlie aun-lit fields again ; 
Our foreheads felt the wind and rain. 
Our youth returned g for there wa* thed 
On spirit* that had long been dead. 
Spirits dried up and eloaely furled, 
The freshneu of the early world. 



Ah 1 since dark days etiU bring to light 
Man's pradenoe and roan's flery might, 
Time may nwtore us in his conr.-e 
Qoethe's sage mind and Byron's force ; 
But where will Europe's Uttm honr 
Again find Wordsworth's healing power 7 
Others will teach us how to dare, 
And against fear our breast to steel ; 
Others will strengthen us to bear — 
But who, ah 1 who, will make n« feel? 
The clond of mortal destiny. 
Others will front it faarleaaly — 
But who, like him, will put it by? 
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Keep firetli tlie gnu upon his grare, 
O Botha, with thy liring ware I 
Sing him thy best ! for few or fione 
Hear thy Toioe right, now he if gone. 

JC^moM. 



IN MEMORY OF WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR 

Back to the flower-town, tide by side, 

The bright months bring, 
New-bom, the bridegroom and the bride, 

Freedom and spring. 



The sweet Uuid laughs fix>m sea to 

FiUedfuUof son; 
All things oome back to her, being firee ; 

All things but one. 

In many a tender wheaten plot 

Flowers that were dead 
Lire, and old suns reyiye ; bat not 

That holier head. 

By this white wandering waste of sea, 

Far north, I hear 
One face shall ne?er turn to me 

As once this year : 

Shall nerer smile and turn and rest 

On mine as there, 
Nor one most sacred hand be prest 

Upon my hair. 




I nine m one wliiMe thou^U halt linger, 

H&ir ma before « 
Hie joungeat to the oldeat linger 

That England bore. 

I foand tiim whom I ihall not find 

Till HI grief end. 
In holiset age our mightest mind. 

Father and friend. 

But tiiou, if anything sndom, 

If hope there be, 
spirit that man's life left pore, 

Man'i death set free, 

Not widi disdain of days that were 

Look eutiiintrd now t 
Let dreams revira the rarerend hair. 

The imperial brow i 

Come back in sleep, for in the life 

Where thou art not 
We find none like thee. Time and strife 

And the world's lot 

More thee no more ; bnt lore at least 

And rsrerent heart 
Uaj more thee, rojal and lelMUed, 

Soul, as thoD ut. 

And thoa, his Florenoe, to th; trust 

BeceJTB and keep. 
Keep safe his dedicated dust, 

His saored sleep. 



IS FOETS WALK. 

So thall thy loTers, oome from far. 

Mix "with tbj name 
As morning-star with e?ening star 

His faultless fame. 

A, C, Stdmhurne. 



TO HELEN. 

Helen, thy beauty is to me 

Like those Nic^n barks of yore, 

That gently o*er a perfumed sea, 

The weary way-worn wanderer bore 
To his own natire shore. 

On desperate seas long wont to roam, 
Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic iace. 

Thy Naiad airs have brought me home 
To the gloiy that was Q-reece, 
And the grandeur that was Bome. 

Lo ! in yon brilliant wipdow-niohe 
How statue-like I see thee stand, 
The agate lamp within thy hand ! 

Ah, Psyche, from the regions which 
Are Holy Land ! 

J?4 2L Foe. 
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THE POETS OF ANCIENT GREECE. 

Go, — let otiien pruM the Chian ! 

This ia soft as UuMs' string, 
This is lawDj as Rhea's lion. 

This i* rapid as his spring. 
Bright as Paphia'a e;es e'er met us, 

Light M eiec trod ber feet j 
Aud the brown bees of Hjmettus 

Hake their honej not so sweet. 

Verj copious are my praises, 
Though I sip it like a By I 

Ah — but, sipping, — times and plaoes 

Change before me suddenly : 
As Ulysses' old Lbation 

Drew the ghosts &om every part. 
So your Cyprus wine, dear Oreciaii, 

Stirs the Hades of my heart. 

And I think of thoee long mornings 

Which iiiy thoughts go far to seek, 
Wiien, betwiit the folio's turnings, 

Solemn flowed the rhythmic Qroek : 
Fait the pane tlie mountain apreadinn, 

Swept the sheep's-bells tinkling noisD, 
While a girlish Toioe was reading. 

Somewhat low for au and «u. 
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Then, what golden hours were for us ! 

While we sat together there, 
£tow the white vests of the chorus 

Seemed to wave up a live air ! 
How the oothums trod majestic 

D^wn the deep lamhic lii^a» 
And the rolling anapssstio 

Curled like yapour over shrines ! 

Oh, our JEschylus, the thunderous, 

How he drove the bolted breath 
Through the cloud, to wedge it ponderoot 

In the gnarlfid oak beneath ! 
Oh, our Sophocles, the royal, 

Who was bom to monarch's place, 
And who made the whole world loyal. 

Less by kingly power than grace ! 

Our Euripidee, the human, 

With his droppings of warm teara, 
And his touches of things common 

Till they rose to touch the spherea ! 
Our Theocritus, our Bion, 

And our Pindar's shining goals I— 
These were cup-bearers undying, 

Of the wine that's meant for tools. 

B, B. Bnmnmg. 
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THE DEATH OF JASON. 

(1^ Zift and Beali of Jofos.) 

But on & daj 
From out tbe goodly town hs took hii waj, 
To when, beoMlli tha eliSk of CenehivB, 
I«j Ar^, looking o'er the ridgy mb. 
Being £un onoe more to ponder o'er psit daja. 
Ere he thoold Mt hii fftoe to vinning pruie 
Among the ihoale of men and cluh of itaeL 

But when he reached the wetl-remembered keel, 
The enn wu t»r npon hi> downward waj, 
At aflemoon of a bright lummer daj. 
Hot wai it, and itill o'er the long rank graN, 
Beneath the hull, a widening shade did paaa i 
Aud further off, the eunnj daiiied iward, 
The raited oars with their creeping sh«dow« baned i 
And grej ihade from the hille of Oenebre« 
Began to more on toward the beanng «e». 

So JaioD, Ijing in the shadow dark 
Gait by the atem, the wnrble of the lar^ 
The chirrup of the cricket, well could hear j 
And now and then tbe aonnd would oome anetr 
or Kime hind ihouting o'er hii laiden wain. 
But looking o'er the blue and hearing plain, 
Sullen it wm, and beaten bj no oar, 
And on the yellow edge* of the ahora 
Tbe ripple tell iu murmur lott and low, 
Aa with wide-tweaping wingi the goUi did go 
About the breaken orying plaintiTely. 

Bnt Jawn, looking out aoniei the ae*, 
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Beheld the signs of wind a-drawing nigh, 
Gatliering about the clear cold eastern sky, 
And manj an evening then he thought upon 
Ere yet the quays of ^a they had won. 
And longings that had long been gathering 
Stirred in his heart, and now he felt the sting 
Of life within him, and at last he said : — 
' Why should I move about as move the dead. 
And take no heed of what all men desire ? 
Once more I feel within my heart the fire 
That drave me forth unto the white-walled town, 
Leaving the sunny slopes, and thick-leaved crown 
Of grey old Pelion, that alone I knew, 
Great deads and wild, and desperate things to do. 

* Ah ! the strange life of happiness and woe 
That I have led, since my young feet did go 
From that grey, peaceful, much-beloved abode. 
But now, indeed, will I cast off the load 

Of memory of vain hopes that came to nought, 
Of rapturous joys with biting sorrows bought. 
The past is past, though I cannot forget 
Those days, with long life laid before me yet. 
' Ah, but one moment, ere I turn the page, 
And leave regret to white hairs and to age. 

* Once did I win a noble victory, 
I won a kingdom, and I cast it by 

For rest and peace, and rest and peace are gone. 
I had a fair love, that loved me alone, 
And made me that I am in all men's eyes ; 
And like my hard-earned kingdom, my fair prize, 
I cast my tender heart, my Love away ; 
Yet failed I not to love, until a day, 
A day I nigh forgot, took all from me 
That once I had.— And she is gone, yea, she 
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WhoM innocent iweet Sfei and tender handi 

Made me a. mocking unto dint&nt Undi : 

Aloi, poor oliild ! jet is tbat as a dreun, 

And atill mj life it happy life I deem. 

But ah ! K ahort, >o ihQrt ! for I am left 

Of love, of honour, and of joj bereft — 

And jet not dead — ab, if I could but sea 

But once agaJD bar who delivered me 

From death and manj troubles, then no more 

Would I turn backward from the ibadowj ahore. 

And all Qij life would seem but perfect gun. 

' Alaa ! what hope is this P is it in Tain 
I long to aee Ler ? Lo, am I not jouiig P 
In many a aong a\y past deeds have been sung, 
And these m; lianda that guided Argo through 
Tlie blue Syraplegsdes, still deeds msj do. 
For now the world lias awerTed froni truth and right. 
Cumbered with monsters, empty of delight, 
And, 'midst all this, what honour may I win, 
That she may know of and rejoice therein. 
And come to aceli mo, and upon my throne 
May Snd me sitting, worshipped, and alone. 
Ah ! if it should be, how ahould I rejoice 
To hear once more that once belovid voice 
Kise through the burden of dull words, well-known : 
How should I clasp again my love, mine own, 
And set the crown upon her golden bead. 
And with tlie oyos of lovers newly wed, 
How should we gaie each upon each again. 

' O hope not vain ! surely not quite vain ! 
For, with the neit returning light wili I 
Cast off my moody wrrow utterly. 
And once more IItb my life ai in times past. 
And 'mid the chance of war the die will cast. 
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* And surely, wh«t«o great deedi hare been dooe^ 
Since with mj fellows the Gold Fleef^e I won. 
Still, here, some wild bull dears the fingbtened fields ; 
There, a great lion deares the sevenfold shields % 
There, dwells some giant robber of the land ; 
There, whirls some woman-slayer^s red right hand. 
Yea, what is this thej speak of eren now. 
That Theseus, haying brought his conquering prow 
From lying Crete, unto the fiurwalled town, 
Now gathers folk, since there are coming down 
The shielded women of the Asian plain, 
Myriads past counting, in the hope to gain 
The mastery of this lorely land of Greece ? 
So be it, surely shall I snatch fair peace 
From out the hand of war, and calm delight 
From the tumultuous horror of the fight.* 

So saying, gazing still across the sea, 
Heavy with days and nights of misery. 
His eyes waxed dim, and calmer still he grew. 
Still pondering oyer times and things he knew. 
While now the sun had sunk behind the hill. 
And from a white- thorn nigh a thrush did fill 
The balmy air with echoing minstrelsy, 
And cool the night-wind blew across the sea, 
And round about the soft-winged bats did sweep. 

So 'midst all this at last he fell asleep, 
Nor did his eyes behold another day, 
For Argo, slowly rotting all away. 
Had dropped a timber here, and there an oar. 
All through that year, but people of the shore 
Set all again in order as it fell. 
But now the stempost, that had carried well. 




BOOK THM rOlMTB. j 

Ihe lecoiul mfter in King Feliu' h&ll, 

legiD at Uitr to quirar tonirda ita fall, 

ind whether loosed bj some tliriiiitj, 

)r that the rUing wind from off the lea 

llew full upon it, aurel; I know uot — 

lut, when the day dawaed, atill oa the aame «pot, 

leneath the ruined stem did Joion lie 

'rushed, and all dead of him that here can die. 

W. Jforri*. 



DESOLATION. 

[Tit Saunled Souit.) 

Th> wren had built williiu the Forch, she found 
Ita quiet lonelineu so sure and thorough ; 
And on the lawn,— within its turij mound, — 
The rabbit mode Uii burrow. 

The rabbit wild and gray, that flitted through 

The shrubby dumps, and frisked, and Mt, and Tanished, 

But leisurely and bold, as if he knew 

Hia enemy was banished. 

The wary crow, — the pheasant from the wood* — 
Lulled by the still and ererlasting sameness, 
Close to the Manaion, like domestic broods. 
Fed with a ' shocking tamenees.' 

The coot was swimming in the reedj pond. 
Beside the water-hen, so soon affrightod ; 
And in the weedy most the beron, fond 
Of solitude, alighted. 
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The moping heron, motionless and stiff, 
That on a stone, as silently and stilly, 
Stood, an apparent sentinel, as if 
To guard the water-lily. 

No sound was heard, except, from hi away, 
The ringing of the WhitwaU*s shrilly laughter. 
Or, now and then, the chatter of the jay, 
That £cho murmured after. 

But Echo never mocked the human tongue ; 
Some weighty crin;e, that Heaven could not pardon, 
A secret curse on that old Building hung, • 
And its deserted Garden. 

The heds were all untouched by hand or tool ; 
No footstep marked the damp and mossy gravel, 
Each walk as green as is the mantled pool. 
For want of human travel. 

Tlie vine unpruned, and the neglected peach, 
Drooped from the wall with which they used to grapple ; 
And on the cankered tree, in easy reach, 
Botted the golden apple. 

But awfully the truant shunned the ground. 
The vagrant kept aloof, and daring Poadior ; 
In spite of gaps that through the fenoeft round 
Invited the enoroacher. 

For over all there hung a cloud of fear, 
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted, 
And said, as plain as whisper in the ear, 
The place is Haunted ! 

T. Mooi. 




Boox rag rocRTs. 



A DAY OF SUNSHINE. 

O STTT of God ! O perfect dsj : 
Whereon iliiJi no man work, but p\Aj ; 
Whereon it U enough for me. 
Not to b« doing, but to be '. 

Through erery fibre of my brain. 
Through eTOry nerre, through e»ery vein, 
I feel the electric thrill, the touch 
Of life, that leeme almoat too much. 

I bear the wind among the treee 
Playing oelettial aympboniea ( 
I tee the braachee downirard bent. 
Like keyi of lome great inttrument. 

And QTer me nnroUi on high 
The eplendid scenery of the iky, 
Where through a lappbire lea tiie sun 
Saili like a golden galleon, 

Toward* yonder cloud-land in the Weat, 
Toiratdi yonder lalanda of the Bleit, 
Whoee eteep aiem far uplifta 

' •* white with drift*. 



Blow, windi I and waft through all the i< 
The mow-flakee of the cherry-bloonu 1 
Blow, windj [ and bend within my reaah 
The fieiy blouonu of the peaoh I 
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O Life and Lore ! O happy throng 
Of thoughts, whose only speech is song ! 
O heart of man ! canst thou not be 
Blithe as the air is, and as free ? 

M. W, Limsfellow. 



HECTOR IN THE GARDEN. 

Nine years old ! The first of any 
8eem the happiest years that come : 
Yet when I was nine, I said 
No such word ! I thought instead 

That the Greeks had used as many 
In besieging Ilium. 

Nine green years had scarcely brought me 

To my childhood's haunted spring ; 

I had life, like flowers and bees, 

In betwixt the country trees, 
And the sun the pleasure taught me 

Which he teacheth eyeiything. 

If the rain fell, there was sorrow, 
Little head leant on the pane. 
Little finger drawing down it 
The long trailing drops upon it, 

And the ' Bain, rain, come to-morrow,' 
Said for charm against the rain. 



Such a charm was right Canidian 

Though you met it with a jeer ! 

If I said it long enough. 

Then the rain hammed dimly off 
And the tlirush with his jiure Lfdian 

Was left onlj (o the ear ; 

And the sun and I together 

Went »-ru»hiiig out of doors : 

We our tender Bpirils drew 

Orer hQl and dole in riew, 
Olimmerint; hither, glimmering tbithor, 

In the foatatepa of the showers. 

Underneath the chestnuts dripping, 
Through the graases wet and fair, 
Straight I sought my garden-ground 
With the laurel on the mound, 
And the pear-tree OTersweeping 

A side-shadow of greeu atr- 
ia the garden lay supinely 
A huge giant wrought of spade! 
Arms and legs were streCehed at length 
In a paMiTB Riant strength,— 
The Qne meadow turf, cut finely, 
Bound them laid and interlaid. 

Call him Hector, son of Priam I 

Bnch his title and degree. 

With my rake I smoothed his brow, 

Both his cheeks I weeded throngh. 
But a rhymer such as I am, 

Bcorce can sing bis dignity. 
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Eyes of gentianellas azure. 

Staring, winking at the skies ; 

Nose of gilljfiowers and box ; 

Scented grasses put for locks, 
Which a little breeze at pleasure 

Set a- waving round his eyes : 

Brazen helm of daffodilliest 

With a glitter toward the light ; 
Purple violets for the mouth, 
Breathing perfumes west and south ; 

And sword of flashing lilies, 
Holden ready for the fight : 

And a breastplate made of daisies, 
Closely fitting, leaf on leaf; 
Periwinkles interlaced 
Drawn for belt about the waist ; 

While the brown bees, humming praises, 
Shot their arrows round the chief. 

And who knows, (I sometimes wondered), 
li' the disembodied soul 
Of old Hector, once of Troy, 
Might not take a dreary joy 

Here to enter — if it thundered, 
Boiling up the thunder-roll ? 

Boiling this way from Troy-ruin, 

In this body rude and rife 

Just to enter, and take rest 

*Neath the daisies of the breasts— 
They, with tender roots, renewing 

Eiis heroic heart to life P 
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Who eonld know f I loinetimM itarted 

At B motion or % Mund ! 

Did his moath apeak — DBming TT07 

WitbtnsroraTOTiHr 
Did the puUe of tli> Strong-bmrted 

Hake the daiiiea tremble round F 

It wu bard to aniwer, often : 

But the birda lang in the tree. 

But the little birdt aang bold 

Id the pear-tree green and old. 
And my terror eeemed to toTt»a 

ThroDgh the courage of their glee; 

Oh, the birda, the tree, the ruddy 

And white bloeaoms aleek with rain I 

Oh, my garden rich with panaie* ! 

Oh, my childhood'a bright romanoee I 
AU rerite, like Hector's body. 

And I eee them atir agxiu. 

And despite life's changea, chancca. 

And despite the deathbell'i toll, 

They preas on me in ful] seeming : 

Help, nms angel! atay this dreamitigl 
A« the birds sang in the branches. 

Sing Qod'a patience through my •ool ! 

That no dreamer, no neglecter 

Of the preaent'a work unaped, 

I may wake up and be doing, 

Life's heroie ondi purauiug, 
Though my past ii dead aa Hector, 

And though Hector is twice dead. 

S- B. Bromting. 
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THE GARRET. 
{After Biranger,) 

With pensive eyes the little room I riew, 

Where, in mj youth, I weathered it so long ; 
With a wild mistress, a staunch friend or two. 

And a light heart still breaking into song : 
Making a mock of life, and all its cares, 

Rich in the glory of my rising sun, 
Lightly I Taulted up four pair of stairs, 

In Uie brave days when I was twenty-one. 

Yes, *tis a garret — let him know*t who will — 

There was my bed — full hard it was and small ; 
My table there — and I decipher still 

Half a lame couplet charcoaled on the walL 
Ye joys, that time hath swept with him away, 

Gome to mine eyes, ye dreams of lore and fun ; 
For you I pawned my watch how many a day, 

In the brave days when I was twenty-one. 

One jolly evening, when my friends and I 

Made happy music with our songs and cheers, 
A shout of triumph mounted up thus high, 

And distant cannon opened on our ears : 
We rise, — we join in the triumphant strain, — 

Napoleon conquers — Austerlitz is won — 
Tyrants shall never tread us down again. 

In the brave days when I was twenty-one. 
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Let DS begoDB — the place ia lad anJ atrsnge — 

How &r, far off, these liapp; timet nppew ; 
AU that I hare to lira I'd gladlj ch&age 

For one inch month a» I have wasted here — 
To draw long dreamg of beauty, Ime, and power, 

From fount* of hope that nerer will outran, 
And drink all life'a quinteuDnce in an hour, 

aire me the daji when I waa twenty-one ! 

»r. at. Thackeray. 



FAIR INES. 



O BAIT je not fair Inee P 

She'a gone into the Weat, 

To daizle when the aun ia down, 

And rob the world of rest : 

She took our daylight with her, 

The smiles that we lore beat. 

With morning bluahea on her cheek. 

And pearls upon her brcaat. 



turn again, fm Insa, 
Before the M of night. 

For fear the Moon ahould »hine alone, 

And atara unrivalled bright ; 

And bUaiid will the lorer be 

That walks beneath their light. 

And breathes the loTe against th; cheek 

1 dare not eren write 1 
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III. 

Would I had been, fur Ines, 

That gallant cavalier, 

Who rode so gaily by thy side, 

And whispered thee so near ! ■ ' 

Were there no bonny dames at home, 

Or no true lovers here, 

That he should cross the seas to win 

The dearest of the dear ? 



IT. 



I saw thee, lovely Ines, 

Descend along the shore, 

With bands of noble gentlemen. 

And banners waved before : 

And gentle youth and maidens gay, 

And snowy plumes they wore ; — 

It would have been a beauteous dream, 

— If it had been no more 1 



V. 



Alas, alas, fair Ines, 

She went away with song, 

With Music waiting on her steps, 

And shoutings of the throng ; 

But some were sad, and felt no mirth, 

But only Music's wrong, 

In sounds that sang Farewell, Farewell, 

To her you've loved so long. 
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Ftrewril, farewell, fair lam. 
That TSMel nersr bore 
So Hit » ladf on iU deck, 
Nor danced ao light before, — 
Alu for plesture on the eea, 
And loiTov on the ahore ! 
The unile that bleet one toTer'a heart 
Haa broken taanj more ! 

T.Saod. 



THE FORSAKEN MERMAN. 

CoMi, dear ohildrsn, let ui amji 
Down and awa; below I 
Now mj brothert coll from the haj. 
Now the great winda shoreward Uow, 
Now the aalt tides seaward flow ; 
Now Qie wild white horaes play, 
Champ and ohafe and toss in the sprajr. 
Children dear, let us away 1 
This wftf, this ws; ! 

Call ber once before jon go- 
Call her once yet I 
la a Toioe that she will know : 
'Margaret I Margaret 1' 
OhildrcD'* Toicea should be dear 
(Call once more) to a mother'a ear 
ChildrsD's Toices, wild with pain — 
Bnrelj she will come again ! 
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Call her once and come away ; 

This way, this way ! 

' Mother dear, we cannot stay ! 

The wild white horses foam and fret.' 

Margaret! Margaret! 

Come, dear children, come away down ; 

Call no more ! 

One last look at the white-walled town, 

And the little grey church on the windy shore ; 

Then come down ! 

She will not come thoxigh you call all day ; 

Come away, come away ! 

Children dear, was it yesterday 
We heard the sweet bells over the bay P 
In the cayems where we lay, 
Through the surf and through the swell, 
The far-off sound of a silver bell P 
Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep, 
Where the winds are aU asleep ; 
Where the spent lights quiver and gleam, 
Where the salt weed sways in the stream, 
Where the sea-beasts, ranged all round. 
Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground ; 
Where the soa-snakes coil and twine. 
Dry their mail and bask in the brine ; 
Where great whales come sailing by. 
Sail and sail, with unshut eye. 
Round the world for ever and aye ? 
When did music come this way P 
Children dear, was it yesterday P 

Children dear, was it yesterday 
(Call yet once) that she went away ? 
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Once ihe >ate with jou and me, 
On a red gold tliroiie in the heart of the 8M, 
And the youngest aste on hor knee- 
She combed ita bright hair, and ahe tended it well, 
Wljen down awung the sound of a far-off bell- 
She lighed, ahe looked up through the clear green ks i 
She uid } ' I muat go, for mj kinifolk pny 
In the little gre; church on the shore to-da;- 
'Twill be Eaeter-time in the world — oh me I 
And I loae my poor soul, Merman ! here with thee.' 
I said : ' Go up, dear heart, through the wavoii 
Sa; tli; prayer, and come back to the kind aea-raTesl' 
She smiled, she went up through the surf in the ba;. 
Children dear, wo* it jeaterda; ? 

Children dear, were we long alone? 

'The tea growa atorm;, the little ones moan i 

Long prayer*,' I said, ' in the world the; aaj ; 

Come r I eaid ; and we ruse through the aurf in the baj. 

We went up the beach, by the sandy down 

Where the aee-atocks bloom, to the white-walled town ; 

Through the narrow pnvod atreete, where all waa still, 

To the little grey church on the wind; hill- 

From the church came a murmur of folk at their prayers, 

But we alood without in the cold blowing airt- 

We climbed on the gravea, on the atones worn with rains. 

And we gazed up the aisle through the amall leaded panes. 

She sate by the pillar; we saw her clear: 

■ Uaif;aret, hist 1 come quiok, we are hero ! 

Dear heart,' I said, 'we are long alone; 

The aea grows stormy, Ihe little ones moan.' 

But, ah, she gave me never a look, 

For her eyes were sealed to the holy hook! 

Loud praya the prieat ; ahut atanda the door. 

Come away, children, call no more! 

Come awfty, come down, call no mor« 1 
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Down, down, down ! 

Down to the depths of the sea ! 

She sits at her wheel in the humming toiwn, 

Singing most joyfully. 

Hark what she sings : * O joy, O joy, 

For the humming street, and the child wiUi its toy 1 

For the priest, and the bell, and the holy well ; 

For the wheel where I spun. 

And the blessed light of the son !' 

And so she sings her fill, 

Singing most joyfully. 

Till the shuttle falls from her hand, 

And the whizzing wheel stands still. 

She steals to the window, and looks at the sand. 

And orer the sand at the sea ; 

And her eyes are set in a stare ; 

And anon there breaks a sigh, 

And anon there drops a tear, 

From a sorrow* clouded eye, 

And a heart sorrow-laden, 

A long, long sigh ; 

For the cold strange eyes of a little Mennaiden, 

And the gleam of her golden hair. 



Come away, away children ; 
Come children, come down 1 
The hoarse wind blows colder ; 
Lights shine in the town. 
She will start from her slumber 
When gusts shake the door ; 
She will hear the winds howling. 
Will hear the waves roar. 
We shall see, while abore us 
The wares roar and whirl, 




A oeiling of amber. 

A pBTement of pearl. 

Singing : ' Here came a mortal, 

But &itbleu vaa she I 

And alone dnell for erer 

91i« king! of the Kt,.' 

Bui, ohildren, at midnight. 
When «oft tlie winds blow, 
When clear iklla the moonliglit. 
When ipring- tides are low ; 
When sweet airs come seaward 
From heaths starred with broom. 
And high rock* throw mildly 
On the blanched sands a gloom ; 
Up the still, gllstontng beaches. 
Up the creeks we will hie. 
Over banks of bright seaweed 
The ebb-tide leave* drj. 
Ws will gaie, froni the sand-hills. 
At the white, sleeping town j 
At the church on the hill-side — 
And then come back down- 
Singing : 'There dwells a loved one. 
But cruel is shel 
She left lonel; for ever 
The kings of the tea.' 

M. Arnold. 
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MY KATE. 

Shs was not as pretty as women I know, 
And jet all your best made of sunshine and snow 
Drop to shade, melt to nought in the long-trodden ways, 
While she's still remembered on warm and cold days — 

My Kate. 

Her air had a meaning, her movements a grace ; 
You turned from the fairest to gaze on her face : 
And when you had once seen her forehead and mouth, 
You saw as distinctly her soul and her truth — 

My Kate. 

Such a blue inner light from her eyeUds outbroke, 
You looked at her silence and fancied she spoke : 
When she did, so peculiar yet soft was the tone, 
Though the loudest spoke also, you heard her alone — 

My Kate. 

I doubt if she said to you much that could act 

As a thought or suggestion : she did not attract 

In the sense of the brilliant or wise : I infer 

*Twa8 her thinking of others, made you think of her — 

My Kate. 

She never found fault with you, never implied 
Your wrong by her right ; and yet men at her side 
Grew nobler, girls purer, as through the whole town 
The children were gladder that pulled at her gown — 

MjKrte. 
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None knelt at her feet confessed lorera in tlmll ; 
They koelt more to God than thej used,— that m* »11 ; 
If ;ou pnised her u charming, some atked what you meant, 
But the charm of her presence vnt felt whan ihe went — 
My Eate. 

The weak and the gentie, the ribald and mde, 
She took as she found tliem, and did Uiem all good ; 
It always was so with her : ase what you hare I 
She has made the gross greener even here . . with hergnre — 
HyEate. 

My dear one ! — when thou wast alive with the reet, 
I held thee the sweetest and loTed thee the be«t : 
And now thou art dead, shall I not take tby part 
A» thy smites nted to do for thyself, my sweet Heart— 

MyEate? 
E. B. Bro^nting. 



Week maidens such as Hester die. 

Their place ye may not well (upply, 

Though ye among a thousand ti^i 

With Tain endeaTonr. 

A month or more hath she been dead. 
Yet cannot I by force be led 
To think upon the wormy bed. 
And her together. 
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A springy motion in her gait, 
A rifling step, did indicate 
Of pride and joy no common rate. 
That flushed her spirit. 

I know not by what name beside 
I shall it call : — if 'twas not pride. 
It was a joy to that allied, 
She did inherit. 

Her parents held the Quaker rule. 
Which doth the human feeling cool, 
But she was trained in Nature's school, 
Nature had blest her. 

A waking eye, a prying mind 
A heart that stirs, is hard to bind, 
A hawk's keen sight ye cannot blind, 
Ye could not Hester. 

My sprightly neighbour, gone before 
To that unknown and silent shore, 
Shall we not meet, as heretofore. 
Some summer morning, 

When from thy cheerful eyes a ray 
Hath struck a bliss upon the day, 
A bliss that would not go away, 
A sweet forewarning P 

CLamb. 




SOOX TBt FOUXTE. 



ROSE AYLMER. 



Ah t wbBt BT>i1i the icepler«d mm 1 

Ah 1 what the form diTiiM 1 
What every Tirtae, erery graca I 

Boas Ajlmer, bU vers thine. 

Bom Ayhner, whom then trmkefal ejes 

May weep, but iieTer tee, 
A night of memoriei and >ighi 
« thee. 

W. S.La»dor. 



JENNY. 

Jsinir kiwed me when we met. 

Jumping from the ehair ibe ist in i 
Time, you thief, who lovo to get 

Sweeli into yoar lilt, put that in ; 
Bay I'm weoij, uy I'm aad, 

Bajt that health and wealth haTe mil 
Say I'm growing dd, hut add, 

JensT U«Md mt. 
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THE BLOOD HORSE. 

Gakabba is a noble steed ; 
Strong, black, and of the desert breed ; 
Full of fire, and fuU of bone ; 
All his line of fathers known ; 
Fine his nose, his nostrils thin, 
But blown abroad by the pride within ! 
His mane, a stormy river flowing ; 
And his eyes, like embers glowing 
In the darkness of the night ; 
And his pace as swift as light. 

Look — around his straining throat 

Grace and shifting beauty float ! 

Sinewy strength is on his reins, 

And the red blood gallops through his reins ; 

Richer, redder, never ran 

Through the boasting heart of man. 

He can trace his lineage higher 

Than the Bourbon dare aspire, 

Douglas, Guzman, or the Gtielph, 

Or 0*Brien*s blood itself! 

He who hath no peer — was bom 
Here, upon a red March mom : 
But liis famous fathers dead 
Were Arabs all, and Arab bred ; 
And the last of that great line, 
Trod like one of race dirine ! 
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And jet — he wu but Mend to one, 
Who fed him at the set of auD, 
Bj some hme fouatma fringed with grMa : 
With him— a roiing Bedouin. 
He lived (none else would he obej 
Through ell the hot Arahi»n daj) 
And died, untamed, upon the aanda 
Where Balkb amidst the desert stands ! 



TO FLUSH, MY DOG. 

LoTina friend, the gift of one 
Who her own true faith ha« run 

Through th j lower nature, 
Be mj benediction said 
With my haad upon thj head, 

Qenlle fellow creature ! 

Like a lady's ringleta brown. 
Flow thy silken ears adowa 

Either side demurely 
Of thy silTer-auited breart 
Shining oat from all the reat 

Of thy body purely. 

Darkly brown thy body ii. 
Till the sunshine striking this 

Alchemize its dulness, 
When the sleek curls maoifbhl 
Tlaah all otst into gold 

With A bnnuabed fuIneM. 
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Underneath my stroking band. 
Startled eyes of hazel bland 

Kindling, growing larger, 
Up thou leapest with a spring. 
Full of prank and curreting. 

Leaping like a charger. 

Leap ! thy broad tail waves a light. 
Leap ! thy slender feet are bright. 

Canopied in fringes ; 
Leap ! those tasselled ears of thine 
Flicker strangely, fair and fine 

Down tlieir golden inchea. 

Yet, my pretty, sportive friend, 
Little is*t to such an end 

That I praise thy rareness ; 
Other dogs may be thy peers 
Haply in these drooping ears 

And this glossy fairness. 

But of thee it shall be said. 
This dog watched beside a bed 

Day and night unweary, 
Watched within a curtained room 
Where no sunbeam brake the gloom 

Bound the sick and dreary. 

Boses, gathered for a rase, 
In that chamber died apace, 

Beam and breeze resigning; 
This dog only, waited on, 
Knowing that when light is gone 

LoYO remains for shining. 




floor THE FOVSTB. 

Other dogi in thjmj dew 

Ticked the bares Knd folloired throagh 

SuilDj moor or meadow ; 
Thi* dog onlj, crept uid crept 
Sen a languid cheek that alept. 

Sharing in the ibadav. 

Other dogi of lojal cheer 
Bouaded at the whistle clear, 

Up the woodside hieing i 
This dog onlj vslched in reach 
Of a fnintly-utfered ipeech 

Or a louder eighing. 

And if one or two quick lean 
Dropped upon hit gloae; ean 

Or a eigh came douhle, — 
TJp he aprang in eager haite, 
Fawning, fondliog, breathing fait 

In a tender trooble. 

And thie dog wae latiifled 

If a pale thin band would glide 

Down hie dewlapa eloping, 
Which ha puehed hii no*e within. 
After, — platfoFming hia chin 

On the palm left open. 

Thia dog, if a friendly voice 
Call him now to bUther choice 

Than euch chamber-keeping, 
' Come out !' pnjing from the door, 
Preaaath backward! aa before. 

Up againat me leaping. 
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Therefore to this dog will I, 
Tenderly not Boomfiilly, 

Bender praiie and &yoar : 
With my hand upon his head. 
Is my benediction said 

Therefore and for ever. 



"E, B, Browning, 



THE OPEN WINDOW. 

The old house by the lindens 

Stood silent in the shade. 
And on the gravelled pathway 

The light and shadow played. 

I saw the nursery windows 

Wide open to the air ; 
But the faces of the children. 

They were no longer there. 

The large Newfoundland housedog 
Was standing by the door ; 

He looked for his little playmates. 
Who would return no more. 

They walked not under the lindens. 
They played not in the hall ; 

But shadow, and silence, and sadness. 
Were hanging over all. 



The birdi ung in the branohe*, 
With (veet, finnili»r tone ; 

But the Toic«>of Che ohildrea 
Will be be»rd in dreamt akmel 

And the boj that naJked beiide me. 
He could not uoderatand 

Why closer in mine, ah '. oloeer, 
I preaaed hia warm loA hand ! 



TO A CHILD EMBRACING HIS MOTHER. 



LovB tbf mother, little one 1 
Xisa and dup her neok again, — 
Hereafter she maj hure a eon 
Will kiH and claap her neck in ti 
Lore thy mother, little one I 



Ooze upon her liTuig eyes. 
And mirror bock her Ioto for thee,^ 
Hereafter thou may'st ahuddcr sigh* 
To meet them when they oannot aee. 
Gaie upon her lifing ey«* I 



Pregi her lipi the while they gjow 
With lore that they have often told, — 
Hereafter thon may'it preu in woe. 
And kin them till thine own ar« oold. 
PreM her lipt the while thay glow ! 
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IT. 



Oh, rerere her raTen hair ! 
Altho' it be not silyer-grej ; 
Too early Death, led on bj Care, 
Maj snatch save one dear lock awaj. 
Oh ! reyere her raven hair ! 

T. 

Pray for her at eve and mom. 
That Heayen may long the stroke defer,- 
For thou may'st liye the hour forlorn 
When thou wilt ask to die with her. 
Pray for her at eye and mom ! 

T. Hood. 



TO MY GRANDMOTHER. 

{Sngguted hy a Picture hy Mr. Somney.) 

This Belatiye of mine. 
Was she seyenty-and-nine 

When she died? 
By the canyas may be seen 
How she looked at seyenteen. 

As a Bride. 

Beneath a summer tree. 
Her maiden reyerie 

Has a charm ; 
Her ringlets are in taste ; 
What an arm 1 . . what a waisi 

For an arm ! 




BOOK TBS FOUBTE. 

With her bridal- wreath, boaqnet, 
Idce brthingsle, &nd g>; 



Whftt a luokj dog were JOM, 
Onndpapa I 

Her lips are iweet at lore ; 
Tbe; are parting! Do th«; more 

Are the; dumb ? 
Her e;ea are blue, and ba«in 
Beseechioglf , and aeem 

To bb;, 'Come !' 

What funn; tuiej alipi 

From atween tbese cherrj lipe f 

Whiaper me, 
Fair Sorceress in paint, 
What canon »Aja I mayn't 

Marrj thee? 



Saw thii Lady, in my youth, 

Her winters bad, foonooth. 

Done their wor*t. 

Her locks, »« white as snow. 
Once shamed the swarthy cron 

By-and-bj 
That fowl'g atenging sprite 
Set his cruel foot for spite 

Hear her eye. 



rOBra walz. 

Hm Tonnded form wu lean, 
And her (ilk wu bombazine : 

WeU I wot 
With her ne«dlei would ihe n(, 
And for hour* would she knit, — 

Would (he not ? 



Ah, penihable olaj ; 

Hit oharmi had dropt awa j 

But if she heaxed a Mgh 
With a buithen, it waa, 'Tfaj 
Will be done.' 

In tnTatI, aa in tean. 
With the &rdel of ber yean 

Orerpteat, 
In mert^ ahe waa boras 
Where the wearj and the worn 

Are at reat. 

O, if jtou now are there, 
A»A HBMt u oww you were, 

Qrandmamma, 
Thia nether world agree* 
Tou'll all tbe better pleaie 

Orutdpapa. 

F.Lotker 




THE PEN AND THE ALBUM. 

' I m Him CatheriiiB'B book,' the Album ipeskl i 
' I've lain Kmonit ;our tomea theae many weeka j 
Pm tii«d of dieic old coat* and yeUoir oheeki. 

' Quiok, Ten I and write a line with a good grace ; 

Como I draw me off a funnj little Gwe t 

Aod, prithee, (end me back to Cheaham Place.' 



* I am my maater'i faithful old Oold Pen : 

Pre Hnred him three long jesrs, and draim lince the 
Thouaandt of fuonj ifonini and droll ihbd. 

* O Albmn ! could I tell yon all hia ways 

And thoughta, ainoe I am hia, theae thouaaad daji, 
Xiord, how your pretty pagea I'd amaze 1' 



' Eii waya ? hia tbongbte f Juat whiipar me a few ; 

Tell me a muioua anecdote or two. 

And write 'em quickly off, good Hordan, do !' 



' Sinoe he my faithful aerrioe did engage 
To follow him through hia queer pilgrimage, 
Fre diAwn and written nanj kUn« vd4l 'QBi^. 
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' Caricslurea I scribbled liaie, and rhTiiies, 
And dinner-canls, and picture pantomime*, 
And inenj little children'* bookg at timei. 

' I'le writ tbe foolish fancy of hia brain g 

The aimlen je*l tbnt, atriking, hath caiued pain ; 

Xlie idle word that be'd iTish back agua. 

I'tb helped him to pen man; a line for bread i 
To joke, with aorrow aching In hi* head; 
And make your laughter when his own heart bled. 

' I've ipoke with men of all degree and itort — 
Peen of the land, and ladies of the Court ; 
Oh, but I'tc chronicled a deal of sport ! 

' Featla that were ate a thonnnd dajs ago, 
Biddings to wine that long hath cBmed to Sow, 
Qbj meetings with good fellows long laid low [ 

' Summons to bridal, banqnet, burial, ball, 
Trtdesmao's polite remindera of ills small 
Aowunt due Chriitmaa last — I've answered all. 

' Poor Diddler's tenth petition for a half- 
Quin«« ; Miss Bunjan'a for an auti^raph ; 
So I refuse, accept, lament, or laugh, 

' Condole, congratulale, inTite, praise, soofT, 

Da; after daj still dipping in mj trough, 
And scribbling pages after pagei off. 

' Day after day the labour's to be done. 
And tun u come* the postman and the sun. 
The indefiitigable ink. mtuft run. 
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' Go back, mj prettj little gilded tome, 
To It fair miatreM and a pleniant home, 
Wliere loft he»rte greet lu whanBoo'er we come ! 

'Dear, friendlj eyes, vith coDstant kinilncu lit, 
HoweTer rude luj xene, or poor mj wit. 
Or lad or gs; mj mood, jofi welcome it. 

* Kind ladj t till my last of lioea it penned, 
Hy masler'a lore, grief, laughter, at an end, 
Wheoe'w I write your name, may 1 write friend ! 

' Not all are mj that were so in paet yeare ; 

Toioee, familiar once, no mure he heara ; 
Namee, ofteu writ, are blotted out in tean. 

' So be il :— joyi will end and tears will drj — 
Album ! my maater bids me wisL good-by. 
He'll Mud you to your miatroes preaeotly. 

■ And tbua with thankful heart he cloaea you ; 
Bleaaing tlic happy hour wIicd a ineud he knew 
So geatlK, and so generoua, and ao true. 

' Nor paaa tlie words ae idle phraaea by ; 

Stnuifler 1 I never writ a flattery. 

Nor aigned the page that rcgiaterod a lie.' 

n: M. TJkaeitray. 
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YOUTH AND AGE. 

When all the world is young, lad, 

And all the trees are green ; 
And every goose a swan, lad, 

And erery lass a queen ; 
Then hey for hoot and horse, lad, 

And round the world away ; 
Young hlood must hare its course, lad, 

And every dog his day. 

When all the world is old, lad, 

And all the trees are hrown ; 
And all the sport is stale, lad, 

And all the wheels run down ; 
Creep home, and take your place there, 

The spent and maimed among : 
Gk>d grant you find one face there, 

You loved when all was young. 

C KukgtUjf, 



STANZAS WRITTEN IN SICKNESS. 



I. 



Fasbwbll Life ! my senses swim, 
And the world is growing dim : 
Thronging shadows doud the li^t, 
Like the advent of the ni^t— 



\ 



BOOX TBE FOUrtTB. 

Colder, colder, oolder >till, 
Cpward steali a ispour chill ; 
Strong the earth; odour grows— 
I smell the mould abore the toh 



Welcome Life! the Spirit strtTM ! 
Strength returns and hope reTire* g 
Cloudj fears and shapes forlorn 
Fl; like ihadows at the mora, — 
O'er the earth there comes % bloom ; 
Smtny light for lulleii gloom, 
Warm perfume for raponr cold — 
I smell the rose above the mould ! 

T. Hood. 





DAYBREAK. 




A WIBD came up i 
And said, ' misti 


}ul of the sea, 

1, make room for me.' 


It baUed the sUps, and cried, ' 
Ye mariner*, the night is gone. 


Sail on. 



It said onto the forest, ' Shout '. 
Hang all your leafy burners out!' 

It touched the wood-bird's folded wing, 
AndMud, 'O bitd, wnik«»&9>^n^ 
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And o*er the farms, ' O chantideer, 
Your clarion blow, the day \b near.' 

It whispered to the fields of conii 

* Bow down, and hail the coming mom.* 

It shouted through the belfi^-tower, 
' Awake, O bell I proclaim the hour.' 

It crossed the churchyard with a sigh, 
And said, ' Not jet ! in quiet lie.' 

S. W, Longfellow. 



AS I LA YE A-THYNKYNGE. 
{Loft Lines of Thomat Ingoldthy.) 

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, 
Merrie sang the Birde as she sat upon the spraye ; 
There came a noble Knyghte, 
With his hauberke shynynge brighte. 
And his gallant heart was lyghte, 
Free and gaye ; 
As I laye a-thynkynge, he rode upon his waye. 

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, 
Sadly sang the Birde as she sat upon the tree ! 
There seemed a crimson plain. 
Where a gallant Knyghte lay aUyne, 
And a steed with broken rein 
Ban free. 
As I laye a-thynkynge, most pitiful to tee. 
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Am I Iftje B-tlijnkf Dge, i-thTiikjiige, n-tlijnkjroge, 
llerrie asng the Birde u ihe ut upon the boughe ; 

A loTtlj Uajde came bje, 

And > genlil jouth came aighe 

And he breathed xouxj a ajghe 
And a rowe ; 
Ab I bje a-thjnkinge, her heart wu gUdaome now. 



A« I laje a-thjDkTiige, a-thjn^ng*, »-thjiikjnge, 
Sadl; «ai)g the Birde aa ahe aat upon the thome ) 

No more ■ jouth waa there. 

But a Maiden rent her haire, 

And cried in aad deepaire, 

' That I vaa borne !' 
Ai I laj a-thynkynge, ahe periahM forlorne. 



Aa I lajB B-thjnkjnge, a-thjnkjnge, a-thjnltynge, 
Sweetlf aang the Birde a* ahe aat upon the briar ; 

There oame a lorel; Childe, 

And his face was meek and milde, 

Tetjojouily he amiled 
On hia Sire ; 
Aji I laye a-thyo^nge, a Cbemb mote admire. 



But Ilaje a-thynkjnge, B-thynkynge, a-Oiynkjiige, 
And aadlj aang the Birde sa it perched upon a bier ; 

That jojoua amile ira* gone. 

And the faoe wbb white and wan, 

Ai the doirne upon the Swan 
Doth appear, 
At I laye a-thynkynge— O I bitter Bowed Oie tear I 
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At I laje B-thjnkjngii, the golden buq km sinkiag, 
O meme aang that Sirde as it glittered od her breaat, 

With ■ thousaod gorgeoua djea. 

While KAiing to the >kie*, 

'Uid the Btan the aeemed to rise, 

Aa I laje a-thjiikjiige, har meuiiDg wMeipreet : 

'Follow, follow roe awsj. 
It boota Dot to delay,' — 
'Twas to ihe •eemed to uje, 
'Hbxi IB Bull' 

R. S. Barham. 



A FAREWELL. 



Ht fureat child, I hare no *ong to gire jon i 
No luk oould pipe to ekiei to dull and grej : 
Tst, en we part, one leuon I can leare jou 
For eTBi7 daj. 

Be good, eweet maid, and let who will be elersr j 

Do nobis tiling!, not dream them, all daj long i 
And *o make life, daatb, and that net for-erer 
One giand, iweet tong. 

C. Kimgtitf. 




7. IfiMl : mi 01 or cow. Qrmlili : > glmc In vliicli ■ p»t ■■■ nm ■! 

-with pDlci. 
B. J^-iH'f Af-tdk .- a ^Bine In vhich bajt lioppfd ipd luhed ftcb oti»T. 

>, Ttt S^mfli't Btpli lo IkiSicfirri: tie litixace at oajtct'oiiiaBi to 
fill Ills ■uLtuntaJpoT Ihlipotm to Baleigh; bU It ti righl to U) 
thit it 11 giien bf conjedorc only. 

I. Sia/.- cluncler, dJipHition. 

I. Mtiri : muticil nccoinpiiDiiiiciit. Btcorim : ■ kind of flute, or Oigcaltt. 



I, Aif «et .• hinder. Ealf : u eptlut pnperlj bclaafiiig to th« bontt, 
mtiT«, BDiti'TeRiiible. Forlon .- rmnkui. diuvtinled. 

i. CrapfUt: clHvt. Bftttt; btimt Curitd; i.e., tmfurtDutBi uciuied 
bjIkU. 

i. Di^d ; pDt uiil« with Hon. EMlridgu : hiwki. 

1. pTHf t .- pmt, cnird. Vndigklr unbound. 

i. Umitrtd: dirk, u ttuvghatuneJ wiibnmbn- 



. Ding : Uiikt, cat ddirn. 



. CMnnniii*: fretting. Stiil) SUpper : ■ goai iiilor. 

, CiirljF .- flaw, tbrcitening . Jiaini : iboi e, 

. Sa^Hiti: i.e.. with Iheic lipi haaginji aotro in tbe Hiue fuhion. 



Cr-ifoU: h«ny,acW(. 
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Bl. ^ Hslffji.' ■ r«l. froa tbe minr-rDloiired at mM\ei ilrEH won br 
the Jutni, tbfl ' fooli ' of tbe Sbikeiperiu dnm>. Ottrri; deliled- 

tS. BInuUt : tuniogi Hide tnni tbe itnigbt pilb. Eiicl: rmegar, 

87. Biri: nidd. 

IB, Xalnn-i lUrliMg : tOiArtfeur. 

H. r/ar Hea»i li. f^. .- UnisD. 
IM. SK^iuk CktrUt: Cliulei 211,. King of !)*eden. killed, iltn » life 
paiitd In wu. In Ui thlrt;iii(h ;rt*r, wliile haleiini Pndericki- 
hall, I iBill town In ^KorwBj. 1718. Tbe poem it ■ pnnp)ir*te of 

106. Zimri : Qeorfe Villien, Duke of Buckingbam, hd of the IkTmrlte oF 
IimH I , wbom Felton unuinilid ■! Portimonth. lie did not die, 
u Pope ufi, ■ in the wont Inn', wonl room,' bnl in ■ hrm-hosK 
■1 Klrbj-Moonide, on hit uU» of Helnile; in Yarkiliirr. now 
Duoeombe Pwk, the ■«! of tbe Eirt> of FerertUiiin. Jiuhm 
uW JrUlop*'' ii > »tiR againit the Eul of ShaHtihor;, who wu 
tbeo, MDiemhei, ItSl, In tho Towsr on ■ cbitge of hiiib treMon. 
'Abulom' U the asIDtUinUB ^>nkc ol ^&«dtaiA.'i>, uvntl nn W 




ChulM II., vbo hid btcB biuiilitd by hit hllier for ploltinj 
Ihi Dote of Turk, incnrudi Jima II,, ud vu conKqiu 
tuded b J diicoDtcntcd ptoplE u the chuaplao of tbe PnuiU] 
Sniili .- 1 vtU-kaowii erilic oT thme diyi. vtn poor, icrr 
pend. bat not » diU u Fope dvaji wiibed Ui mike t 
SlpsJ ; wilbitood. 



anil the penoQB concerned, iboold rod Forelcr^i cbumiPE l-ifi 9f 
. Arilf im ; not nicd la oni Dodcn Kue only, bat fin irtm at decon- 

•■ Makomtt : 1 rope-ditncer who bid peifonned it Coienl GirdcD Tbettrc 
tbepRTloai jar. 

: BItci joki ! Le., tbe black puddinni vbicb pnbilily in IboM difi 
placid a pin limilu to tbe dgwn'i nnH^o in mr Cbitetmu pu- 
tomimn, OU lUwarr, irwumr : on tbe connition of Qnirr U . in 
1T>T, tbo tm tbeitrei, Dnsj Lace and Corent Giidm, caib 
brongbt ont a niajniflcent ipeeticle TopreMnlii^ tbo Durriige of 
Eenrj Till, and Anne Bolejn. At Snirj luo. Gibber, vbo ip- 
poredM tbe Champion, nidraied In tbe iraioBr of one of the 
kuiK'i of England, boncwed tar the dccuIob Ima tba Tovsr. 

i. (Uio : An Blliuion u Addino'i ooce hmoni trapdj oT that nima. 

I. 1*1 Stiyal Gior}! overact, Ihrongb the breaking Iooh of liar gnni, ind 
Tent down when at anchor ol S^lbead, Angnit SVtb, ITBI. Th* 
■bip wai crowded with Tiuton it tfaa timo, and, InclBdinf oOcera 
>nd crew, iboDt tOO peraoni were drownad. 

I. WaeUt: lope. H»elun: bedga-bog. Cu<: comb. SliMil: ■ 
emltb'i abop, or an inril. Slam : aUn. ri*nn: bemi. bcnmi. 

). Ifu; knowi. AuriuHi little itreuni. IHiylin: windciing. Stmt 
ieipa, mibei. lin: w.tcrfiil. Jfiatiai.- hirea. miUin: nin- 
ninjr. Cltti .. dood. PatriEt .- pirtridga. Swir ; roar. Crmii : 
Undnili. Hmlili: owli. Bliritck: fri(b(Ail, HpaaiUj la enp- 
poaed lo be haunted, Watknfi : wakaftil. C^frijollj, ipirited. 

L £'«(.- ■mooth.Dnwrinklfd. £cU;biId. 

I. KvbU A'Aon ; thu poem, or more properi; frigment of i poem, la alid 
by Coleridfc lo haie been compwd in bla aleep after raiding • atory 
in ArrcAu'i Pil^magi. I nuld wiib to ban indnded »> Jtinu of 
lk4A*n4*( Mariner in t\u% book, but it waa too long to print in fnll, 
•nd I conld not inlorfero wiib it, 

1. Alufc- tabinicd. SiwI: to eiin(s. BotI ; wnnii. 



lU. TU SItrict Siipiiri : Jinu* Hf«g, > Scotch poet of hnmbls birth ind 
ids. 178»-18Sf. Til Buritr Ximlril: Sir Wilter Scoll. Far lur 
w»B,ix.: Hn. Honuu. 

ITT. Qnutiitf : huiliDf. Scaur .- precipice. 

ITS. Beilt : thick, biuhji. 

ITS. Cail: mdie, amta^oa. 

190. Hemlaili .- the honetul flied apon ■ luce ni the Puhi'i itudud, 

Jwtutr; JuEuLTT, k Kldier of the Tur^Bh foaUaudi. ConmoKrfi: 
All CooUERirfl, better known in hiitor} u Dtin^ FuliHi ■ funou 
TuiUih (EBenl, kllltf it the bttUe cf CirlowiU, whin the TnAi 
wen defeated h; the Autriiu, ITIB. Thii liege of Corinth look 
place In ITlt. 

188. Tintkil .. tbe drele made hj honteri la encloK the dHr, 

in, Lotlail; Donnhl, ion of the funDu Sir Eiu Cuunm, ol LocUel,*bl> 
Rnghl tOi Junn ondir Dundee, >t KlUiecrankie, and, at the tim* 
of Colloden, wai liring, old, poor, and in eiile. in Frucc. The (on 
wu VDTth;r of the btfaer, and It wu well known in lh« H ig hl e nd e 
that not ■ ehitr would hare joined the Frelsnder'i bannir had ho not 
led the wa;. 

30t. AtUnlii! Amerin. The drama ofHcllu' wia written in ISil, at 
the commencemeDtof IheflDalandiDceeHCiUiIruBKleof theOnet* 
efainit Turkiib role. 

138. A Sifmidt ,. taken tma the norel of Qimiliii JhinciLrd. 

SJO. CaUiinf.- mold Fnoch dance to a U'cl; lone, imported inla Entlasa 
(n the 18th ceDtnTj. 

1S3, Bmaawtrd: aFnnch pneit.bom UK; be va> a itrong anppnrtR ot 
the Swiii Bepublic afiinet the Dnke of Sam;, Tor which he waa 
Ivice impriaoned* the aeeaiid time in the Cattle of ChiUon, on tbe 
Lake af Genera. 

238. Cirrii ; the hollowi of the hilli when the game niuU; Ilea. C i mtir .- 
trouble, difflcoltj. 

357. Cariniutrfivm Jlkfrni^ to Tmupfa : trota Laodor'i Im^giiiarj/ Cpmffur- 
liiiu, ' Ferlelea and Aipaiia.' Corinoa wu ■ wamin or Tanagia, a 

prixe for poetry f*om Pindar. 
280, Brtit .- braid, ornament iwtd or worked in relief. 

room into the apartment when Culoncl Slinhupe and lomiotben 
other dij that 1 oeier wrii< an; poelr; now. TbU ii ujr hinhdiT 




ud 1 luT( Jul Inithed mDelhing which, 1 think, ii lwlt«r Ihu vlwt 
I nnulli writs.'"— Moore'i Li/i if Bim. Bjioo dJid. AprU 19, 
1894, •! UisHliHighi, ■ town in Gnsecc, on il>« GuIT of Fitna, whHher 
be hid tarn lo ud the Gncfci in tbdr itnicglc (or indspcsdoin 
•tiinit the Turk!— the ume itnwglE which ShcUejr, who hKI dM 

■» (*i)i trimf*( 1A> good unci, f-c: Mr. Browniij mt, 'Then il 

bulwark at ■ tchc], itff the Africui cout, (der I bed been it m 
iobg enough to 4pprcrute cren the finer '^^ 



of II 



, of Clllei 






ludcr the fi 






r iUhls It h«ne.' 
inii of Dundee (IMl— l«e«J int 
of hi> time. He nmuneoced bu 



■udi IrADtfcrrcd hi _ 
of Orw^. nod uted bii tife at the tieltle ef Scoelfe. Id conkeqaencc 
or a oiiuTcl with Wltliam. be ntnrne'l to Scotlind, and look igniee 
under Jwnce II. The eatimate of hli ebineler will alwayi Tarjr 
aeconluig (o the political faith of hii criliei^ hut the truth cuaT 
be laid to mt al»ul nudwar between the limrr of tbe Whifi ud 

came in Scotland with entraordiDarr Tigour end eapadtj, till, in the 
Vtm of Killieerankie. near Blair Alhol, Jnly B7lh, 1«S», at the hud of 
■cTue !,OtiO Highlapden, he utterly defeated an Eoflith forte 
Bearlj twice aa etiong, and fell in the mamenl of nctorji. Geod 
UonlTHH! Jamei Onhim, Marqnii of MoDtme, a hraia and 
derated lopjurler of tbe fta)>] eiuie, wai trnchemuil; giren np bj 
a fiicnd to the Scotch Coienanten, and, after the moat ibamiful 
iDdiEuitiee, banged at Edinburgh, Hay Hit. ItW. Thia nhjecl 
hu abo been Ineli treated bjr Ajtono in bia La)! cf lit ScaliUi 



wai mnrdeiBd by a party 
daughter. May 3rd, Htm. 


.nee Sharp, Archblihop of St. Aud 


<KiS> 


lim.- -of tbe alt peera Ihni coodeniDed, cm 




hidb 


o here been aared anil 
eenatEton ti^ther, 


, and though theyhmd - 


atanbope. 
imrcclj mel 
rriendebip 1 


fonnf 


at refuaed hjr the oil 


ICIIIy to plead tor hi. Lf, 
ler mtmhcn of the Ceb 


:: acdflodi 
iDct.hema 


"■" 


tuguation tbe allemi 


ilive. and tbna pteiuleO. 


—Lord III 



Btnd Bill : the Battle of La Bocoa. oS >]n a 



fonglit Uij IVIli. ISK, batveen (he EngUili ud I>iitc)i llMrli, imdcr 
Adminli Buuell wd Boclie, ud thi Frctieh imiiu Ds TnturiUa, ts 
tba total dscnmflLDTD of Ibe Iftttor, 

nn. Soliwr .■ lie hero af Soalh Ajnehcu IsdcpcudBDee. bois is Ihc citr ef 
CkitDU, VcDoiufllk^ 1785, md aflcr K \ile pused in lihcndng 
hli omnbymen ban Spaniih role, died Kt Svi Fedro, i& Calumbii. 
13U. 

-IS*. XyjU CibUIm i Le., rerf pownfnl, ■ •pell worth; of Cuudtk, wbom 
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